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PR E F A C E. 


"TA HE Worſhip of a Chriſtian on 
Earth conſiſts of Confeſſion, Prayer, 
Thankſgiving, and Preiſe. Confeſ- 
fron and Prayer belong to him as guilty, 
weak, and needy. Thankſgiving as the 
Obje& of ſparing Mercy, providential 
Goodneſs, and ſpecial Grace,—But Praiſe 
properly terminates in God. It flows 
from a Love and Admiration of his Ex- 
| cellencies and Attributes, wherever, when» 
ever, or on whomſoever diſplayed. = 
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PREFACE. 


Now abideth Confeſſion, Prayer, Praiſe, 
theſe three ; but the greateſt of theſe is 
Praiſe : for, when Time ſhall be no mere, 
and the Believer- ſhall neither have Sins 
to confeſs, nor Wants to make known, 
freſh and brighter Diſcoveries of intrinfic 


Excellence, redeeming Glory, and con- 


deſcending Grace will conſtrain his Free 
to burſt forth in 


Glory, Honour, Praiſe and Power, 


Be unto the Lau for ever. Rev. 5. 1 3, 


Irsus Cunts r is our Redeemer, = 


| Hallelujah ! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 
Praiſe the Lonp, 


Praiſe, 
zeſc is 
more, 
e Sins 
enown, 
trinfic 
d con- 
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HYMN I. C. M. 
RACE, how exceeding ſweet to thoſd 
Who feel their ſinful State, 


Sunk and diſtreſt, in Grace they find 
A peace, divinely great. 


Tis Grace, free Grace, moſt Fireetly ah. 
Directly come, who will; 

Juſt as you are; ſor CuntsT receives 
Poor helpleſs Sinners ſtill.— Lu- 15. 2. 


We thirſt, O Lonp ; give us, this Day, 
To taſte more of this Grace ; 

More of that Stream which from the Rock 
Flow'd thro' the Wilderneſs.—1 Cor. 10. 4. 

Free Grace alone deth feed our Souls, 
It keeps us inly 

Lox o! Grant that nothing elſe but Grace 
May rule for evermore! 
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HYMN II. C. M. 
Abounding Grace. 


Jesv, Jesu, gracious LorD, 
How wond'rous is thy Love! 


"Thy Patience, Pity, Tendernefs, 


I ev'ry Moment prove. 


Alas ! how faithleſs is my Mind, 


How apt to turn aſide, 
And wander in its own Deceits 
Of Reaſonings and Pride. 


Vet, deareſt Saviour, Love me ſtill, 
Tho? finful, weak, and poor, 
For well I know where Sin abounds, 
Thy Grace aboundeth more.—Rom. 5, 20. 


O let me not that Grace abuſe.— Rom. 6. 1 5 


And Sin becauſe thou'rt good; 
Rather my Soul be fill'd with Shame, 
I Cer thy Love withſtood. 


HYMN III. c. M. 


For the Sacrament. 


Am I indeed my Say 10uR's Gueſt? 
my poor fainting Soul allow'd, 


This Bread of Life, this heav'nly Food? 
Where then is Guilt, and Grief, and Care, 


I. RD! haſt thou given me, thus to Feaſt ? 
5 


Where Horror, Anguiſh and Defpair ? 


J know them not; Oh happy Loſs ! 
They hang on my REDEEMER's Croſs. 


[15 ] 
Oh glorious Mercy ! wond'rous Grace ! 
Ye wipe the Tears from off my face; 
No more [ feel the Sting of Sia ; 
And now is Hope and Peace within. 


Help then ye Bleſs'd my feeble Voice 
{Ye who in Penitence rejoice) Luke 15. 10. 
Oh teach me quick your ſacred Lays ; | 
Teach me, Oh! teach me Songs of Praiſe, 


HYMN IV. 7s. 
Fellowſhip with Cugis T. 1 John 1. 3. 


TAPPY am I, when I feel, 
ge near my worthleſs Heart; 


hen he does himſelf reveal, 


And his precious Love unpart, 


Bleſſed Fellowſhip I prove, 
Peace and Love, and Comfort fiyeet ; 
Then k weep, and ſing, and love, 


Then I worſhip at his Fect. 


To 20. 


Then with happy John I view 
All his Body mark'd with Scars; 


Feaſt And with Mary can bedew 

t Both his Feet with melting Tears. 
42 Feaſt me with thy dying Love, 
Whilſ I run the Chien Race 4 
Dare, Then my Soul to Heav'n remove, 


There again to ſing thy Grace. 


[16] 
HYMN V. L. M. 


A precious Canis r. 1 Pet 2. 7. 


HIS is my Hope, O precious Curr, 
When Earth's alluring Things 1 
I call, I figh, for Thee l thirſt, 
1 long to feel Thee only dear. 


Sometimes my Sky from Storms is free, 

And then my Cup with Joy flows o'er, 
Without a Cloud my CHRLST 1 ſee, 

And feel the Savious's ſtrength'ning Pow' r. 


| O Iv, let it till be thus, 


This favour ever let me prove; 
Fix me for ever at thy Crols, . 
And brad me there with Cords of l 


(Hof. 11. 4. 
H TMN MI. C.M. 
Caſting Care upon the Loxp. 


ESU8, our blind and trembling Saule, 
Let thy ſoft Voice perſuade, 


In all Diſtreſs to comerto Thee, 


We need not be afraid. 


Is Sin our. Grief > Whatever Sin, 
No Difference it makes : 
'Tis all forgiven thro' thy Blood 

That flowed for our Sakes. 


Is Unbelief the Sia we feel: Jahn 16, 9. 
Above all Sin accurſt!: 

Sure! when Thou ſufferedſt for Sin, 
Thou didſt include the worſt. 


C29 ] 
Are we verwhelm'd with Thouyht and W 
Hath Sorrow ſeiz'd our Breaſt ? 
Tho? 'tis a Shame it ſhould be ſo, 
Yet Thou wilt * us Reſt. 


HYMN VII. C. K. 
The Sinner's Reſt. 


Hod Friend of Sinners / hear my Cryr 
And grant me my Requeſt; 
That in thy Death I now ay find 

My everlaſting Reft. 


There is no Happineſs or Peace, 
That can be found elſewhere; 
In it alone my Life I'll ſeek, 
In it thy Love declare. 


May I no more reſiſt thy Love, 

No more thy SPIRIT grieve ;—Eþh, 4. 30. 
But as a little Child become, | 

And fimply Thee believe. 


Faith is thy Gift, moſt gracious Lorp,* 
Beſtow it now on me; 

Then a poor Sinner's Right P11 claim, 
Wholly to truſt in Thee. 


To truſt in Thee, who haſt redeem'd 
My Soul from endleſs Pain, 

That I might know ng,other Theme, 
But that the LaMs was ſlain, i 


* Ejb. 2.8, 
5 33 
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Hr MN VIII. C. M. 


The Good Shepherd, John 10. 11. 


| 1 57 SAvioux my good Shepherd art, 


| Voice, dear Lok D, I know; 
hen ſuftice aim'd the Sworct * at me, 
Thy Heart receiv'd the Blow. 


When broken down with Shame and Grief, 


Thy Pity felt my Pain; 
Bound up my Wounds, my Strength renew'd, 
And gave me Health again. = 
Thou now doſt lead and gently tend, 
My Soul in Paſtures good :—Pſ.23; 2. 
And bring me to the living Stream 
Of thy moſt precious Blood, 


Thy Blood! O pleaſing Sound to me, 
And all thy helpleſs Sheep . 

Tiere lies our ſure Defence by Day, 
Our Shelter when we tleep. 


HYMN IX. 886, 
Pardoning Love. 

" A Lmighty Lorp moſt merciful, 
A Our Thanks unfeign'd, our Praiſe receive, 
Thou who, when bath'd in Tears we lay, 
Didft hear our Cries, and-quick relieve. 

Great God from all Eternity, 

May Praife and Pray'r aſcend to thee., 


Plung' deep in Woe, of Hope bereft, 
Deſtruction chreaten'd us around, 


1 Zeckh 13. 7. 


ö 
Remorſe was ours, and black Deſpai 
And we no Ray of Comfort found. 


ISS - - Great Gov, &. 
art, For ever! O recorded. be. | 
5 The Moment when thy Grace beftow%d; 


Thro' CHRIS, a Senſe of parPning Love, 
And led us to the heav'nly Road. 1 
ief, Great God, &. 


5 Now treading in its ſacred Path; 
ew'd, if With what gin haſt affign'd Content, 
May the Remamder of our D 
In ſerving thee be ever ſpent. 
2. SGireat Gop from all Eternity, 
May Praiſe andPray'r aſcend 'to tber. 


"H Y MN X. S. M. 
The Church's Privilege. 


E's Gon, whoſe Smiles we court, 
EL ton whom we Favour claim ; 
Res ole Love alone. new Life imparts, . 
ies the beav'nly Flame, 
arth our ſufPting Lamb, 
7 * — n Exalted LoR p; 
Whoſe Grace and Sp1RIT ſtill remain 
To bleſs us in his Word. 


His Promiſe is the ſame 
His Church below to blefs, 

When they aſſemble in his Name - Mat. 18. 20. 
To ſupplicate his Grace: | 


. — J 8 , 
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[ 20 } 
A Train of Sinners poor 
He will not caſt behind ; . 
But keeps his Word for evermore, 
And bears them on his Mind. 


To our Relief He flies, 
He flies from Realms above; 
Anſwers our Prayers in ſweet Replies, 
And Tokens of his Love. | 
Shall we not Witneſs bear 
How faithful He hath been ; 
And boldly to the World declare, 
Salvation we have ſeen ?—Lyuke 2. 30. 


Yes, if Thou'lt help us, Lok p, 


Thy Name, we will confeſs; 


And ſpeak of Thee the living Word, 


| The Lord our Righteouſneſs. —Ter. 23. 6. 


We'll mention to thy Praiſe 
The Triumphs of thy Death ; 


And fing thine everlaſting Graee 


Ev'n with our lateſt Breath. 


HYMN XI. C. M. 
The Sinner at IEsu's Feet. 


Y deareſt Log, I here fink down, 


And bow before ay Throne ; 
Here is the Heart, moſt vile and baſe, 
Which thou haſt made thine own. 


Whither, Oh ! whither can I go, 
But only to thy Blood ? 2 "0 
More healing far than Siham's Pool, 
Or 7ardag's ſwelling Flood, 


Ss > 
I thank Thee for that Grace and Light 
Which ſhew me what I am: 
I thank Thee too for all I know. 
Of Thee thou bleſſed LAMB. 


All the Knowledge, given below 
Of Thee, is but in part; 
Oh ! daily teach me more and more, 


Till Thou doſt fill my Heart! 


HYMN XII. C. M. 
Preſſing thro the Croud. 


HE Souls that would to Jesvs profes 
Muſt fix this firm and ſure 3 
T hat Tribulation more or leſs; by 3 
They muſt and — 12. 


The World oppoſes from without, 
And Unbelief within; 


We fear, we famt, we grieve. an 2 
And feel the Load of Sin. 


Glad Frames too often lift us up: Pa. 30. 6. 
And then how proud we grow! | 

Till ſad Defertion makes us droop,- 
And down we ſink as lows 


Ten thoufand Baits the Foe prepares 
To catch the wand'ring Heart ; 

And ſeldom do we tee the Snares, 
Before we feel the Smart. 


On IEsus let us ſtill rely; 
Purſue the narrow Path — Ant. 7. 14. 
Look to the Lox with ſtedfaſt Eye; 
Fight the good Fight of Faith. 
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221 
Tho' we are feeble, CurtsT is ſtrong: 
His Promiſes are true ; 
We ſhall be Conqu'rors ali, &er long, 
And more than Conqu'rors too. —Rom. 8. 37, 


HYMN XIII. c. M. 
Welcome News. 


A NFERCY is welcome News indeed, 
To thoſe that guilty ftand : 


retches, that feel what Help they need, 
Will bleſs the helping Hand. 
Who rightly would his Alms diſpoſe, 

Muſt give them to the Poor; | 
None but the wounded Patient knows 
The Comfort of a Cure. 


We all bave ſinn'd againſt our Gop; 
Exception none can boaſtt: 
But he, who feels the heavieſt Load, 
Will prize Fergiveneſs moſt. 


No Reck'ning can we rightly keep, 
For who the Sums can know? — 
Some Souls are fifty Pieces deep; Lutte 7. 41. 
And ſome five hundred owe. | 


But let our Debts be what they may, 


However great or ſmall; 
As ſoon as we have Nought to pay, 
Our Lord forgives us all.—Luke 7. 42. 


Such is the Grace, abounding Grace, 

That ſets our Souls at large; 

When we can't call one Mite our own, 
It gives a full Diſcharge. 


42. 
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HYMN XIV. 10s. 

The Sinner's Delight 
HE bleſſed Jesvs is my Lok, my Love, 
| He is my Choice from Hum I would not 
Move. 


Away then, all ye Objects that divert, 
And ſeek to draw from my dear Lord my 
(Heart? 


That uncreated Beauty, which hath gain'd 
My worthleſs Heart, has all your Glory ſtain'd. 


Above's my Home, my Country is above, 
That bleſſed Landof Life, of Light, and Love: 
There lives * and there I long to live: 
He gave tlieſe Longings, and Himſelf will give. 
In the mean Time, Lord, ſhew Thyſelf to me, 
Till Thou ſhalt pleaſe to take me up to Thee. 
So guide me here that we no more may part: 
Till Thou ſhalt take my Soul, Lord, keep 
1 1 (my Heart. 
And dwell in me, till I with Thee ſhall dwell: 
This Earth with Thee is Heav'n, without 
(Thee Hell. 


The ſingle Eye. 
SAVIOUR, could I always keep, 
My Eye on Thee, the living Way, 
then, though once a wand'ring Sheep, 


Should no inore from Thee run aſtray ; 


Wy g 
1 
1 


1441 


But whereſoe'er Thou wenteſt, I 


Should ſimply go, nor aſking why,—Luke 22. 


(33. 
O that L never eould forget, ; 
One Moment, what an, Lox, haſt done 


To ſave my Soul, and make me meet, 


I ?o0 ſit with Saints upon a Throne: Rev 3, 
O that thy Off' ring on the Tree (21. 


Might ever more be ey d by me ! 


HYMN XVI. C. XI. 
The Sinner's Shield. 
This alters all our Frame; 


1ns and Temptations ſtill come on, 
But we are not the ſame. 


H we are when Guilt is gone! 


What did afflict us much before, 


And give us anxious Care, | 
The faithful Breaſt it hurts no more; 
For now the. Lord is ibere.—Ezeł. 48. 35, 


Are we thro? dang'rous Paths to rove, 
The Shades of Death to paſs ? 

Our Shield eternal is his Love, 

Our Light his gracious Face. 


HYMN XVII. 53 
Stability of the Covenant. 
R. Ol CE, ye Saints, in ey'ry State, 


vine Decrees remain unmov'd: 
No turns of Providence abate EY 
God's Care for thoſe he once hath loy'd. © 


[ 25 ] 
Firmer than Heav'n his Cov'nant ſtands, — 
Tho' Earth ſhould ſhake, and Skies depart, 
We're ſafe in our REDEEMER's Hands, 
Who bears our Names upon his Heart. 


Our Surety knows for whom he ſtood, 
And gave himſelf a Sacrifice; 
The Souls, once ſprinkled with his Blood, 
Poſſeſs a Life that never dies. hr 


Tho' Darkneſs ſpread around our Tent, 
Tho' Fear prevail, and Joy decline, 
God will not for his Oath repent : 
Dear Lord, thy People ſtill are thine. 


HYMN XVIII. 886. 

5 Self- reſignation. 

ORD make me faithful to my Call, 
In Heart ſtill truly give up all, 

Myſelf to thee reſign: 

When Dangers threaten me around, 


Invincible may I be found, 
Never thy Will decline ! 


My Feet with holy Oil anoint ; 

The deſtin'd Path, Thou doſt appoint, 
Gladly J then ſhall tread; 

Pedew me with a gracious Show'r, 

Into my Heart thine Influence pour, 
Wich living Manna feed. 


A Single Eye, a faithful Heart, — Mat. 6. 22. 
My ]esvs, to thy Child impart, 
In ev'ry trying Hour; 


C 


[ 26 ] 


Reas'ning's tormenting Thoughts prevent, C 
Still keep mine Eyes on Thee intent, 

?T ul Sight my Faith o'erpow'r, U 

HYMN XIX. c. M. 3 


CHRIST the Rock. 
TO more with e Heart I try 


Good Anchorage to find; 
Still wiſhing to find out ſafe Ground 
To hold iny wav'ring Mind. 


My Anchor's caſt upon the Rock, 


Where I ſhall ever reſt . C 
From all the Labours of my Thoughts, * 
And Workings of my Breaſt.— lch. 6. 19. 
What is my Rock * Tis JE sus CHRIST, * 
Whom faithleſs Eyes pals o' er; 1 
Vet there poor Sinners Anchor may, 
And ne'er be ſhaken more. 5 F 
HYMN. XX. C. M. F 


Tzsvs our Theme. A 

OU Dear REDEEMRER, Dying Las!” 

We love to hear of Thee: | 

No Muſic, like thy lovely Name, * 

Does ſound ſo ſweet to me! 

O may we ever hear thy Voice | V 
In Mercy to us ſpeak ! 3 

And in cur PRIEST will we rejoice, A 

Thou Great MELchiszDp RS !- Heb. 7, . 6A 

| H allelujab. 


Tg 
Our Jesus ſhall be ftill our Theme, 
While in this World we ftay ; 
We'll fing our JEsv's lovely Name, 
When All Things elle decay : 
When we appear in yonder Cloud—Cel. 3. 4. 
With all his favour'd Throng, 
Then will we fing more ſweet, 1 more loud, 
And IEsus be our Song. Hallelujah, 


ent, 


HYMN XXI. 8s. 
The Sinner's Hope. 


AV, where” s thy Hope? thou Sinner, ſay, 
8, Look ev' ry where, and afk around; 
6. 19, Who all the mighty Debt can pay, 
| Can a fit Ranſom &er be found ?- Jab 33. 24. 
IST, Yes, LoRD, before I drew my Breath, 
The LAMB for me had ſuffer'd Death! 


Far, far away, muſt Satan fly, 
Nor think me Captive to detain: 
2 when He deign'd to die, 
y Bondage broke, and burſt my Chain ; 
And Conqu'ror in the dreadful Fight, 
My Soul from thence becomes his Right, 


Lani 


Take Thou Poſſeſſion of my Heart, 
9 x and make me live to Thee ; 
th Thee let nothing claim a Part, 
But Thou my All fr ever be ! 
And give me, with thy Saints above, 
Leb. 7, ½%% Al Joy i in Thee, Thou God of Love ! 


allelujab . 


[ 28 ] 
HYMN XXII. C. M. 


The Heart reſigned, 


ORD take my Heart juſt as it is, 
Set up therein thy Throne; 
So {ha!l J love Thee above all, 
And live to Thee alone, 


Complete thy Work, and crown thy Grace, 
O may I faithful prove ! ! 

And liſten to the SpikRir's Te 

Which manifeſts thy Love! 


Which teaches me what is thy Will, 
And teils me what to do; 
Which covers me with Shame, when I 


Do not thy Will purſue, 


This Unction may I ever feel. —1Fobn 2. 2. 20, 


This Teaching from my Lox p, 
And learn Obedience to thy Voice, 
In thy 2 Word ! 


"HYMN XXII. C. N. 


Ihe Sweetneſs of Divine Love. 


Deareſt Lord, take Thou my Heart; 


Where can ſuch Sweetneſs be, 
As [ have taſted in thy Love, —Eſa. 34+ 8. 
As I have found in Thee? 3 


If Zeal, with Knowledge i in my e 


. by loving Grace does give ; 
Safe in the Buſh, unhurt, the Whole 
Will uncontumed live.—Exed. 3. 2. 


ce, 


+ 20. | 


art; | 


1 


[29] 


If Love, that mildeſt Flame, can reſt 


In Hearts fo cold as mine; | 
Come, bleſſed SAy1our, to my Breaſt, 
And warm my Love with Thane, 
O 'tis in vain to ſeek for Bliſs, 
For Bliſs can ne'er be found, 


Till we arrive where JESUS is, 
And tread on Grace's Ground. 


'Tis Heav'n on Earth to taſte his Love, 
To feel his quick*ning Grace: 

And the bleſt Heav'n I hope above, 
Is there to ſee his Face. 


HYMN XXIV. = 
Humility and Love. 


1 ORD if with Thee part I bear, 


lf I thro! thy Wordamclean,-Fohn15.% 


In thy Mercy if I ſhare, 


If thy Blood has purg'd my Sin; 
To my needy Soul impart | 
Thy Good SPIRIT from above, 


To enrich my barren Heart 


With Humility and Love 


Lorp, my Heart a Deſert vaſt, 
Thy manuring Hand requires; 
Sin has laid my Vineyard waſte, 
Overgrown with Weeds and Bri'rs;-1/a.5.6, 
Thou canſt make this Deſert bloom, Ha 
Breathe, O breathe, Celeſtial DoyE, 
Till it blow with rich Perfume 
Of Humility and Love / 
| „ 


[ 30 ] 
Vanquiſh | in me Self and Pride, 
All my Unbelief ſubdue ;_ 
Smile upon my Soul, or chide, 
If no gentler Means will do. 
Ah!] compaſſionate my Caſe ; 
Let the Poor thy Pity move $2 
Give me of thy boundleſs Grace, 
Give Humility and Love / 


HYMN XXV. 53. 


REDEEMINSG Love, 


OW begin the heavy 'aly Theme, 
| Sing aloud in ]:sv's Name; 
e 


who Ius Kinqneſs prove, 
＋ riumph in Redceming Love | 


Ye who ſee the FarneR's Grace, 


Beaming in the Sav1ouR's Face —2 Cor. 4. 6. 


As to Canaan on ve move, 


Praife and bleſs Redeeming Leue 
Mourning Souls, dry up your Tears, 


Baniſhi all your guilty Fears; 
Sce your Guilt and Curſe remove, 


Cancell'd * Redeeming Love ! 


Tes: who . e deen, 


Willing Slaves of Death and Sin; 
Now from Bliſs no longer rove, 


Stop—and taſte Redeeming Love 


Welcome al by Sin oppreſt, 
Welcome to jour Savious's Breaſt; — Mat. 


Nothing brought Him from above, (II. 28. 


Nothing but Redeeming Love? 


J Oo OLE Dn 


28. 


Lot] 
HYMN XXVI. 8s. 


Redemption found. 


OW TI have found the bleſſed Ground 
Where my Soul's Anchor may remain; 
The Lams of Gop who for my Sin 
Was from the World's Foundation's flain : 


Whoſe Vercy ſhall unſhaken ſtay 


When Heav'n and Earth are fled away. 


O Love, thou hottomleſs Abyſs !— Eph. 3. 18. 
My Sins are ſwallow'd up in Thee; 
Cover'd is my Unrighteouſneſs, (8. 1. 
From Condemnation now I'm free; Rom. 
While Jesvu's Blood, thro' Earth and Skies, 
Mercy, free boundleſs Mercy ! cries. 


With Faith I plunge me in this Sea; 


Here is my Hope, my Joy, my. Reſt ! 


Hither, when Hell affails, I flee, 


And look unto my SAv1ouR's Breaſt ; 
Away fad Doubt and anxious Fear, 


Mercy is only written there ! 


Though Waves and Storms go o'er my Head, 
Tho? Strength, and Health, and Friends be 

| OPS RY: . (ene; 

Though Joys be wither'd all, and dead, b 

Though ev'ry Comfort be withdrawn; 


Stedfaſt on this my Soul relies, 


FATHER, thy Mercy never dies, 


Fix'd on this Ground will I remain, 
When Heart ſhall fail, and Fleſh decay; 


This Ground ſhall then my Soul ſuſtain, | 


Though Earth's Foundations melt away; 


[ 32 ] 
| Mercy's full Power I then ſhall prove, 
Lv d with an everlaſting Love /—Fer. 31. 3. 


HYMN XXVII. L. M. 
The Way to Canaan, If. 35. 


1 my All to Heav'n is gone, 
He whom I fix my Hopes upon 
His Track I ſee, and I'll purſue 
The narrow Way, till Him I view. 


The Way the holy Prophets went, 

The Road that leads from Baniſhment ; 
The KinG's Highway of Holineſs— /a. 35. 8. 
I'll go, for all his Paths are Peace. TMR 


No Stranger may proceed therein, 
No Lover of the World and Sin; 
No Lion, no devouring Care, | 


No Sin, nor Sorrow ſhall be there. 


No Creature may go up thereon, 

But trav'ling Souls, and I am one; 

Wavy-faring Men to Canaan bound, 
Shall only in the Way be found. 


This is the Way I long had fought, 
And mourn'd becauſe I found it not ; 
My Grief a Burden long had been, 
Oppreſt with Unbelief and Sin. 


The more I ſtrove againſt their Pow'r, 

I ſinn'd and ſtumbled but the more, | 
Till late I heard my Saviour fay, (14. 6. 
Come hither, Soul, I am the Way,” — eln 


& 7 2D 
Lo! glad I come, and Thou, bleft Laws, 
Shalt take me to Thee as I am; 
Nothing but Sin I Thee can give, 
Nothing but Love ſhall J receive. 


Then will I tell to Sinners round, 
What a Dear Sav 10UR I have found; 
T'il point to thy Redeeming Blood, 
And fay, Behold the Way to Gop! 


HYMN XXVIII. LtM. 
Canaan found. 
ell me no more of this World's vain Store; 
The Time for ſuch Trifles with me is now 
1 915 * 5 o'er, 
A Canaan I've found, where true Joys abound ; 
TodwellPmdetermin'don that happy Ground. 


The Souls that believe, in Paradiſe live,* 


And me in that Number will Jesvs receive. 


My Soul don't delay, He calls thee away : 
Rite, follow tby Saviour, and bleſs the glad 
1 ee 0h 
No Mortal doth know what He can beſtow, 
What Light, Strength, and Comfort : Go after 

Sg (Him, go. 


And when1'm todie, receive me, I'll cry,- As 


7.589. 
My Sv 1ouR hath loy'd me, I cannot ſay why. 


. Nom. 14.17. FT Deut. 7 8. 


„„ 
HYMN XXIX. L. M. 
Brotherly Love. Eſ. 133. 


LIOWſweet a Thing it is to fee 
The choſen People of the LORU 


welling in Love and Unity, 
Abiding ſtedfaſt in the Word! 


All love to hear their Shepherd's Voice, 
While He gives Paſture to his Sheep 
With thoſe that Joy they do rejoice, 
And weep in Heart with thoſe that weep.— 
(Rom, 12. 15. 
Their Burdens mutually they bear, 
Alleviate cach other's Grief ; 
And when appriz'd of Dangers near, 
Jointly they ſupplicate Relief. 


HYMN XXIX* L. M. 
Gratitude, 1 


| Amid the Wonders of thy Love; (rove 
he Sight revives my droopiag Heart, 
And bids invading Fears depart.— 


Guilty and weak, to thee I fly, 

On thy atoning Blood rely, 

And on thy Righteouſneſs depend 

My Lorp, my Sav1ouR, and my Friend. 


Be all my Heart, be all my Days, 
Singly devoted to thy Praite ; 

And let my glad Obedience prove 
How much iq owe, how much 1 love. 


ORD! when my Thoughts, delighted, 


—— — — 


YE 
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HYMN XXX. 8 8 6. 
'T he redeem'd Sinner aſcribing Praiſe to 
a Triune Gop. | 


THANK Thee, Hic and MicnTy ONE, 
That Thou didſt give thy only Sox 
To travail in my Stead ; 


I thank Thee for that Love divine, 


Thro' which Redemption's Grace was mine, 
Before the World was made, 


I thank Thee, Jesus, holy Laws, 

For all thy Sufferings and Pain, 
Thy Sorrow, and thy Grief : 

I thank Thee with unfeigned Praiſe, 

For all thoſe bounteous Acts of Grace, 
Which grant my Soul relief. 


I thank Thee, INTRA for thy Care ; 

Thou found'ſt the roving Wanderer 
Amidſt the Ways of din: 

Thou cently call'dſt me to embrace 

Pardoning ow and Goſpel-Peace, 
And Fx'd thy Reſt within. 


Continue ſtill thy gracious Aid, 
W Soul to living Waters lead. Jahn 7. 38. 
My Thirſt to ſatisfy : 


Conduct me through : World of Strife, 


Be with me on the Verge of Life, 
And bleſs me when I die. 


While 1 ſojourn here below, 


Only in thy Merits boaſt, 


| Pleaſed was my Soul to fave 


Muſing on diſtinguiſhing, perſevering 


„ 
HYMN XXXI. 6 78. 
The Pilgrim leaning upon CRRIST. 
ESUS, let me taſte thy Grace, 
And feel thy panes Love ; 
Guard me in this Wilderneſi, 
And all my Foes remove! 
Ev'ry Help, O Loxp, beftow 
And let me reach the promis'd Land; 


Protect me with thy Hand. 


Worldly Pleaſures all are vain, 
Vet | the Trifles lovd; 
Now I do their Charms diſdain, 
Their Emptineſs I've prov'd : 
Only in thy Grace I truſt, 
And feel the Pleaſures of thy Love; 


And in Thee live and move. 


I was Satan's willing Slave,—2 Tim. 2. 26. 
Till CRRIsr, my Heav'nly KING, 


From all the Guilt of Sin: 
Me He rais'd from deep Deſpair, 
And ſhew'd to me his ſmiling Face; 
Heard my Sighs and mournful Pray'r, 

And deck'd me with his Grace. 


HYMN XXXII. 8 5. 


| ve. | 
MY Lord ! I've often muſed 
On thy wondrous Love to me: 
How I have the ſame abuſed, 
Slighted, diſregarded Thee! 
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To thy Church and Thee a Stranger, 
Pleas'd with what diſpleaſed T hee: 
Loſt, yet could perceive no Danger ; 

_ Wounded, yet no Wound could ice, 


But unwearied Thou purſu'dſt me, 
Still thy Calls repeated came; 
Till on Calvary's Mount I view'd thee, 
Bearing my Reproach and Blame : 
Now'o'erwhelm*d with Shame and Sorrow 
Whilſt I view each pierced Limb, 
Tears bedew the Scourges Furrow 
Mingling with the purple Stream. 
Ino more at Mary wonder 
Dropping Tears upon the Grave; 
Earneſt aſking all around her, 
Where is He who dy'd to ſave? 
Dying Love her Heart attracted ; 
Soon ſhe felt his riſing Pow'r: 
He, who Mary thus affected, 
Bids his Mourners weep,no more. 


HYMN XXXIIL I. M. 
Waiting at Mercy' s Door. 


32 "os. can 2 Sinner do like me, 
W hen ſtruck by an Almighty Pow'r, 


And ſunk in deepeſt Miſery ? 
Nothing but wait at Mercy's Door. 


ing 


What Eye can ſee, what Heart can love, 
What Hand relieve my Miſery ? 
None but the SavIOUR's from above, 


Who for my Sins did bleed and die. 
D 


| : 

| 

[ 

1 
1 


| 
| 
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; 
- 
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Surely ia Mercy He'll paſs by, 


And view a wretched Slave of Sin; 
Pity will move Him to come nigh, 
And waſh a filthy Creature clean. Zecb. 13. f. 


In Merey, LorD, thy Creature ſee, 


My Guilt, my Shame, and Mis'ry ** 3 
O ſpeak the Word, and I ſhall be | 
Cloath'd with thy Robe and * 


Then ſha my happy Soul enjoy 


A laſting Peace, in Thee, my God; 
Then my whole Buſineſs and Em ploy 
Shall be to ſpeak of IJEsv's lod: 


HYMN XXXIV. c. M. 
The Sinner ſtopp'd by Grace. 
Dear REDEEMER, who alone 
Canſt me give Eaſe in Pain: 


Whoſe Blood did once for Sin atone, 


And Pardon for me gain. 


I once was wholly dead in S * „ 
And ignorant of Thee; 

And walk' d contentedly therein, 
Nor knew thy Love to me. 


But thine all-ſeeing Eye then view'd 
And mark'd my ev'ry Way 

And ſtill in tender Love purſded, 

Nor let me further ſtray. 


To 


we 
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My faithleſs Heart, O Saviour Dear 
Correct with gentle Hand; 

In ev'ry Danger be thou near, 
Alone I cannot ſtand, 


HYMN XXXV. 688. 

Immutability of Gop's Love. 

My diſtruſtful Heart, | 

How ſmall thy Faith appears!“ 

But greater, Los p, thou art, : 

Than all my Doubts and Fears: 
Did JesUs once upon me thine * 

Then JEesvs is for ever mine, 


Unchangeable bis Will ; 
Whatever be my Frame: 
His loving Heart is fill 
Eternally the fame, 
My Soul thro' many Changes goes; 


His Love no Variation knows, 


Thou, Lord, wilt carry on, 
And perfectly perform, 
The Work thou haſt begun, 
In me a ſinful Worm: 
*Midft all my Fear, and din, and Woe, 


Thy Spirit will not let me go. 


The Bowels of thy Grace, 
At firſt, did freely move; 


I ſtill ſhall fee thy Face, 


And feel that Ged is Love? 
My Soul into thine Arms I caſt; 
L know, I ſhall be ſaved at laſt. 
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HYMN XXXV.# 


After Sermon. 
ESUS ever will we fing 


His ſacred Name adore ; 

He our PROPHET, PRIEST, and King 
Shall be for evermore. 

None among the Heav'nly Pow'rs, 
None on Earth our Praiſe may claim 

None but IEsus call we ours, 
None but the bleeding Lams ! 


HYMN XXXVI. L. M. 
Walking with Faith and Patience. 


Ie]. bleſt are they whoſe Feet have found 


The Way unto IMMAnverL's Ground 
And ſtedfaſt walk the bliſsful Road 
Far from the Paths by Sinners trod! 


Their weary Spirits ſweetly reſt, 
Contentedly on JEsvu's Breaft : 

They fo much of his Mercy prove, 
As wins their grateful Souls to love, 


His Se1r1T ſhews their Sins forgiv'n, “ 
And ſcals them for the Heirs of Heav'n; 
And gives them Patience here to wait, 
Till Jesus them to Bliſs tranſlate, 


0 Lale 1. 77. 


(4] 


He Arms them for the evil Day; 


That they in Heart with Him may ſtay ; 


He cirds them with his Mighty Pow'r, 
And brings them through the trying Hour. 
Then reſt, my Soul, upon thy LoRp, 
E'vn JEsus CHRIST, the Living Mord, * 
And then thy Joy thall ne'er decay, 
Till it break out in endleſs Day. 


HYMN XXXVII. c. M. 
Walking in Godly Fear. 


V Supremely Great and Good ! 
It I nave Favour found with Thee, 
Thro' the atoning Blood, 


G D of all Grace and Majeſty, 


| The Guard of all thy Mercies give; 


And to my Pardon join 
A Fear, leſt I ſhould ever grieve 
Thy SriRrr moſt Divine. 


Since Mercy is indeed with Thee, 


May I obedient prove: 
Nor &er abuſe my Liberty, . 
Or tin againſt thy Love: Rom. 6. r. 
This choiceſt Fruit of Faith beſtow, 
On a poor Pilgrim here; 5 
And let me paſs my Days below, 
In Humbleneſs and Fear! 


Still may [ walk as in thy Sight, 
My ſtrict Obſerver ſee; 


And Thou, by rev'rent Love, unite 


My childlike Heart to thee. 
® Jobs I. 1. 
D 3 
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Stil let me, till my Days are paſt, 
Ac FzsU's Feet abide ; 
So ſhall He lift me up at laſt, 
And ſcat me by his Side ! 


HYMN XXXVII. 738. 
Adoring Cunisr. 


RETHREN, let us join to bleſs 


TEsvs Cunlsr, our Joy and Peace : 
et our Praiſe to Him be giv'n, | 
High at Gop' 8 Right-Hand i in Heawn? 


| Maſter, ſee, to Thee we bow, 
Thou art Lox p, and only Thou: 
Thou the Virgin's bleſſed Seed, 


Glory of thy Church and Heap. 


Thee the Angels ceaſcleſs ſing, 

Thec we praiſe our PRIEST and KING: 
Wiorthy is thy Name of Praiſe, 

Full of Glory, full of Grace ! 


| Thou haſt the glad Tidings brought 

| Of Salvation by Thee wrouzht ; | 
Wrought for all thy Church, and we N 
Worſhip in their Company. 


We, thy little Flock, 1 12. 32. ] 
Thee, the LoRD, ſor evermore ; 
| Ever with us thew thy Love, 
Jill we join wa thoſe above! 


C | 
4% g 

bs | 
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HYMN XXXIX. C. M. 


Sovereign Grace. 
H% ſad our State by Nature 1s, 
n 


Our Sin how deep it ſtains ? 


Satan binds our captive Souls-2Tim. 2. 26. 
Faſt in his ſlaviſh Chains. 


But there's a Voice of fo reign Grace * 
Sounds from Gop's facred Word; 
Ho! ye deſpairing Sinners, come, 

And truſt upon the LoRD, 


0 may we hear th' Almighty Call, 

And run to this Relief?! 

We would believe thy Promiſe, Lean, 
O help our Unbelief Aar 9. 24. 


To che bleſt Fountain of thy Blood, Zech. * 1. 

| Teach us, O Lox, to fly; 

There may we waſh our ſpotted Souls 
From Crimes of deepeſt Dye ! 


Stretch out thine Arm victorious King 
Our reigning Sins ſubdue ; 

Drive the old — from his Seat 
With his infernal Crew !—Rev. 12. 9. 


Poor, guilty, weak and helpleſs Worms, 
Into thine Hands we fall ; 

Be Thou our Strength and Righteouſneſs, 
Our * and our All Tt 45+ 24» 


0 55˙ Is 


| 2 ! He comes with Clouds de ſcending, * 
Thouſand thouſand Saints attending, 


[ 44 ] 
HYMN XL. 8 7 4. 
The Second Advent. 


Once for favor'd Sinners {lain ! 


Swell the Triumph of his Train. 7 

| Hallelujah ! ? 83 
Hallelujah! Amen. — 
Ev'ry Eye ſhall now behold Him, Ha 


Rob in awful Majeſty ; | 
Thoſe who ſet at nought and ſold Him, 
Pierc'd and naild Him to the Tree, 

Deeply walling, 
Shall the true MEss1an fee. 


Ev'ry Iſland, Sea, and 8 6. 14. 
"Heav n and Earth ſhall flee away; 
All who hate Him muſt, confounded, 
| Hear the Trump proclaim the Day, 
Come to Judgment! 
Come to Judgment! come away! ! 


Fr 

Now Redemption, long expected, Se 
See! in folema Pomp appear! | G 
All his Saints by Man rejected, A 


Now ſhall meet Him in the Air! by 
Hallelujah! 
See the Day of Gop appear ! 


al Rev. 1. 7. F I The}. &+ I7s 1 
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Anſwer thine own Bride and SeiRIr, * 
Haſten, LoRD, the gen'ral Doom! 
The new Heav'n and Earth t' inherit, 
Take thy pining Exiles home; 
All Creation | 
=  Travails, groans, and bids Thee come! 


Yea! Amen! let all adore Thee, 
High on thine eternal Throne ! 
SAV10UR, take the Pow'r and Glory; 
Claim the Kingdom for thine own! 
O come quickly! | 
Hallelujah! Come, Loxp, come! 


HYMN XLI. 878. 
Redemption drawing nigh. 


' ] [ E comes! He comes ! from yonder Sky 
14. The ſeventh Trumpet ſpeaks Him nigh, 
is Lightnings flaſh, his Thunders roll, 
He's welcome to the faithful Soul, I» 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 


Welcome to the faithful Soul, 


From Heav'n Angelic Voices ſound + 

Sec the Almighty Jesvs crown'd ! 

Girt with Omnipotence and Grace, 

And Glocy decks the SAvITIOUR's Face! 
Glory, Glory, Glory, Glory, | 

Glory decks the SAv1ouR's Face, 
Deſcending on his Azure Throne, 
He claims the Kingdoms for his own : 


Kev. 22. 17. + Rev. 22. 20, 


„ 
The Kingdoms all obey his Word, 
And hail Him their Triumphant Lord ! 


Hail Him, hail Him, hail Him, hail Him, TI 
Hail Him, their triumphant Lox ! E bak 
oa 
Shout all the People of the Sky, H 
And all the Saints of the moſt High: 
Our Gop, who now his Right obtains, Shov 
For ever and for ever reigns : | Thr 
Ever, ever, ever, ever, E. 
. Ever, and for ever reigns, Roo 
The FATHER praiſe, the Sox adore, _ 
The SP1R1T bleſs for evermore : | 
valvation's glorious Work is done, | Burl 
We welcome Thee, GREATT HREE in ONE! YU * 
V eſcome, welcome, welcome, welcome; A 
Welcome Thee, GREAT THREE in One? Nov 
| | fn | And 
HYMN XLI. 886, E 


The Redeemer's Glory. 


INNERS redeem'd, up to the Skies, 
Q Let daily Praiſe like Incenſe, rife, 
To join with theirs above, | 
Worthy is He, that once was ſlain, 
A Race of Rebels to regain, —1/a. 1. 2. 


aw 
To have our choiceft Love. 


Into this #14 with great Amaze, 


The winged Seraphs, wond'ring, gaze, \ 
Redeeming Love to trace: Ii Pet. 1. 12. 
Should Mortals, who in Part have found 4 


Redemption through the Sa viour's Wounds, 
Refuſe to ſhout free Grace ? * 


® 1 John 5. 7. 
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Cry then to our RERDEEMER Dear, 


1 He loves his People's Voice to hear, 
Him They are his Joy and Crown; 
p! er long we Him in Clouds ſhall ſee, 


Cloathed in Pomp and Majeſty, 
His ranſom'd Flock to own. 


Show'r down wy Grace, O Jesv, now; 
| Through ev'ry Veſſel let it flow, 
Fach ſick'ning Plant to chear : 
eigns, Rooted in Thee, O may we ſtand, 
Unſhaken, waiting thy Command, 
And love thy Voice to hear! 


N71 MB Burſt ev'ry Bond our Souls detain, 
Aſſert the Glories of thy Reign, 
And ſet the Priſoners free : 
Now, Lok, relieve each burden'd Mind, 
And give us all with Joy to find 
Eternal Life in Thee. 


HYMN XIII. 
Faith triumphing in Affliction. 


EAD of the Church triumphant !* 
Hs: joyfully adore Thee; | 
| ill Thou appear thy Members here 
Shall ſing like thoſe in Glory : 
We lift our Hearts and Voices 
With bleſt Anticipation, | 
2. And cry aloud and give to Gon 


d | The Praif: of our Salvation, 
unds, | 


While in Affliction's Furnace, — Iſa. 43. 2. 


And ſcek, more earneſtly, his Face. 


(48 ] 

And paſſing thro' the Fire, 

Thy Love we praiſe, which tries our 

And ever brings us nigher. (Ways, 

We clap our Hands, exulting 

In thine Almighty Favor; | 

The Love Divine which made us thine, 

Shall keep us thine for ever,—Rom. 8. 38, 


Thou doſt conduct thy. People 
Through Torrents of Temptation, 
Nor will we fear whilſt thou art near, 
The Fire of Tribulation. 1 
The World, with Sin and Satan, 
In vain our March oppoſes ; 
By Thee we ſhall break thro? them all, 
And ſing the Song of Moſes. — Rev. 15. 3. 


By Faith we ſee the Glory, 
To which Thou ſhalt reſtore us; 
The World deſpiſe for that high Prize,* Lo 
Which Thou haſt ſet before us, | WI 
And if Thou count us worthy, 
We each, as dying Stephen, 5 
Shall ſee Thee ſtand at Gop's Right Hand, 


To take us up to Heaven. — Ads 7. 55. Th 
| | | Fre 
HYMN XLIV. I. M. Ar 


Prayer anſwered by Croſſes. 


T Aik'd the Loxp that I might grow, 
| In Faith, and Love, and ev'ry Grace; 
Might more of his Salvation know, 


1 


EZ 
Twas he who taught me thus to pray, 
And he, I truſt, has anſwer'd Pray'r ; 
But it has been in ſuch a Way, 
As almoſt drove me to Deſpair, 


I hop'd that in ſome favour'd Hour, 
At once he'd anſwer my Requeſt; 
And by his Love's conſtraining Pow'r, 
Subdue my Sins and give me Reſt. 


Inſtead of this, he made me feel 
The hidden Evils of my Heart; 
And let the angry Powers of Hell 
Aſſault my Soul in ev'ry Part. 


Yea more, with his own Hand he ſeem'd 
Intent to aggravate my Woe ; 

Croſs'd all the fair Deſigns I ſchem'd, 
Blaſted my Gourd, and laid me low. 


Lokp, why is this I trembling cry'd, 
Wilt thou purſue thy Worm to Death ? 
„ "Tis in this Way,” the Lord reply'd, 
I anſwer Pray'r for Grace and Faith. 


Theſe inward Trials I employ, 

From Self and Pride to ſet thee free, 
And break thy Schemes of earthly Joy, 
That thou may'ſt find thy all in me.“ 
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HYMN XLV. L. M. 
One Thing needful. 
E one Thing needful, that good Part, 
Which Mary choſe with all her Heart, 


T would purſue with anxious Mind, 
And ſeek unwearied till I ind. —Late 10. 42, 


My Mind enlighten with thy Light, 

That I may underſtand aright 

The glorious Goſpel Myftery, _ 

Which ſhews the Way to Heav'n and Thee.“ 


Hidden in CHRIST the Treaſure lies, 
That goodly Pearl of ſuch great Price: = V 
No other Way but CRRIST there is 

To endleſs Happineſs and Bliſs. T 


O Jxso Cnr15T, my Loxp and Gon, % 
W ho haſt redeem'd me by thy Blood; 
Unite my Heart fo faſt to Thee, C 
That we may never parted be! 


L 


Give me a new and contrite Heart : 
The Faith which works by Love impart: A 
Waſh me (rom all the Stains of Sin, | 
And give abiding Peace within! 


HYMN XLVL 8 5. 
Refuge in CnrisT. 1 I 
THOU Gracious, loving IEsus, 
1 Lo thy ſaving Grace impart; 
From the World and >atan fave us, 
Save us from gur evil Hcart! 


FJoebu 14.6. 7+ Mat. 13. 46. 5 Gal 5, 6. 
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Throw thine Arms, in Mercy, open, 
Bid, O bid us, JEsu, come; - 

Let our flinty Hearts be broken, —£z. 36. 26. 
Falling on the Corner-2tone | | 


Here for ever let us center, 

Steady, though aſſail'd by Sin; 
Forward may we boldly venture, 

Till eternal Life we win: 
Baniſh ev'ry reas'ning Scruple, 

Scatter ev'ry gatl'ring Cloud; 
Our poor Hearts, O Jzsv, ſprinkle 
With thy precious, precious Blood.“ 


When our chearing Feelings ſicken, 
And a Veil our Souls o'erſpread; 
Then with Grace our Spirits quicken 
Io raiſe up our drooping Heads: 
Would our fooliſh Hearts e'er wander 
From the Source of real Joy ? 
Call us back, but not in Anger, 


Leſt thy Frowns ſhould us deſtroy ! 


Arms us from thy heav'nly Storehouſe, 
Still diſplay the Banner high! 
March viCtorious on before us, 

Make the World and Satan fly : 
When the Angel drawing near us 

Seals in Peace the Pilgrim's Eyes: 
In that trying Moment bear us 
Safe into thy Paradiſe ! —Lyke 23. 43. 


2 1 Pet. 1. 19. 
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HT MN XLYI.- 5s 
The Sinner's Refuge. 


1 *. Lover of my Soul, 
Let me to thy Boſom fly, 
While the Billows near me roll, 
While the Tempeſt {till is high: 
Hide me, O my SAv1ouR, hide, 
Lill the Storm of Life is paſt 3 
Safe into the Haven guide, 
O receive my Soul at laſt! 
Other Refuge have I none, —P/a. 46. 1. 
Hangs my helpleſs Soul on Thee; 
Leave, Oh ! leave me not alone, 
Sill ſupport and comfort me: 
All my Truſt on Thee is ſtay'd, 
All mine Help from Thee bring 
Cover my defenceleſs Head 
With the Shadow of thy Wing Aal. 4. 2. 
Thou, O CuRIsr, art all I want, 
Boundleſs Love in Thee J find: = 
Raiſe the Fallen, chear the Faint, ( 
Heal the Sick, and lead the Blind, 
Juſt and holy is thy Name, | 
I am all VUarighteouſnels ! 
Vile and full of Sin Iam, _ | 
Thou art full of Truth and Grace. 
Plenteous Grace with Thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my Sin ; 

Let the healing Streams abound, | 
M.ake and keep me whole within: -H. 6.1, 
Thou of Life the Fountain art, | 

Freely let me take, of Thee 
Spring thou up within my Heart, —P/. 36, 9. 
Riſe to all Eternity.— ahn 7. 38. 


4.2. 
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HYMN XLII. 6. 8. 
Offices of ChRIST. 


J all the glorious Names 


Of Wiſdom, Love, and Pow'r, 
That Mortals ever knew, 
That Angels ever bore: 
All is too mean to ſpeak his Worth, 
Too mean to ſet our SA v 10UR forth. 


What kind endearing Words, 
What condeſcending Ways, 
Doth our REDEEMER uſe, 
To teach his heav'nly Grace! 
My Soul, with Joy and Wonder fee 
What Forms of Love He bears for Thee! 


Great PRoPHET of our Gov—A#: 3. 22,23 


Our Tongues would bleſs thy Name! 
By Thee the joyful News l 
Of our Salvation came; 
The joyful News of Sins forgjv'n,-Late 1. 77. 
Of Hell ſubdu'd and Peace with Heav'n. 


Tesvs, our great Hicn PRIEST, —Heb. 3. 1. 
Offer'd his Blood and dy'd; | 
Thou guilty Sinner, ſeek, 
No Sacrifice beſide : | | 
His pow'rful Blood did once atone, (24. 
And now it pleads before the Throne,- Heb. 12. 
My Dear Almighty Lond! 
My Conqu'ror and my KING! 
Thy matchleſs Pow'r and Love, 
Ihy ſaving Grace, we ſing: 
„ 


| 
| 
| 
[ 
' 
| 


[54] 
Thine is the Pow'r; O may we % 
lu willing Bond. beneath ti Fe 't!-P/. 110. 3 


HYMN XLIX. c. M. 
The © tony Heart removed. 


S there a Thing that moves and breaks 
A Heart as hard as Stone, 
Or warns a Heart as cold as Ice? 
'Tis Jezu's Blood alone. (22, 
When ſ>:inkled, this can truly chear-Heb. 10. 
And heal the wounded Soul ; 
What Multitude of broken Hearts 
Ihis living Stream makes whole! & 


Hark, O my Soul! what fing the Choirs 

Around the glorious Throne? (12, 
Hark! the ſlain LAM for evermore—Rev. 5. 

Sounqd⸗s in the ſweeteſt Tone! 

The Elders there caſt down their Crowns, 
And all both Night and Day, 

Sing Praiſe to Him, who ſhed his Blood, 
And wafl'd their Guilt away. 


6 ˙ ts Ms Ba. 


And this, 'while here, will we proclaim, 
Chearful in our Degree; 7 

That, thro' the Blood of Gop's Dear Laws, 
Each Soul may happy be, 

To us, O Loxp! make ev'ry Day, 

Thy Grace and Love more ſweet 

Till we behold thee as thou art1 Jon 3. 2. 
And worthip at thy Feet, 


FS) 
HYMN L. 75. 
The ſelf- convicted Pleader. 


ESU, JESU, King of Saints, 
J Known to Thee are all my Wants; 
| Self- convicted, Self-abhorr'd, 
1 approach Thee Deareſt Lok p. 


. 3. 


Known to Thee whoſe Eyes are Flame, 
(22. thy Love and Pity claim; | 
. 10. Oh ! l'm vile, thy Blood I need, 

Vile in Thought, and vile in Deed. 


Break, O break this Heart of Stone, 
Form it for thy Uſe alone; 
Guard my Weakneſs, by thy Grace, 


{12 Grant my Soul a Conſtant Peace. 

MY HYMN L* 

7 Grace and Mercy.— Tit. 3. 3—9. 

6 ORD we confeſs our num'rous Faults; 

| How great our Guilt has been! 

Fooliſh and vain were all our Thoughts, 
And all our Lives were Sin. 
But, O my Soul ! for ever praiſe, 

2 For 3 his Name; ; 
Who turns thy feet from dang'rous Ways 

Of Folly, Sin and Shame. 
3. 2. Tis not by Works of Righteouſneſs, 


Which we ourſelves have done : 
But we are ſav'd by ſov'reign Grace, 
Abounding thro” his Son. 


[56] 
*Tis from the Mercy of our Gop, 
That all our Hopes begin: 
His Mercy fav'd our fouls from Death, 
And waſh'd us from our Sin. 


His Spirit, thro' the Say ioux ſhed, 
His ſacred Fire imparts ; 

Refines our Droſs, and Love divine 

Does kindle in our Hearts, 


Thus, rais'd from Death, we live a-new, 
And juftify'd by Grace, 

We ſhall appear in Glory tco, 

And ſee our Father's Face. 


HYMN LE © 7: 
EBENEZIKXJ. 


FF OME, chou Fount of ev'ry Bleſfing! 

4A Tune mine Heart to fing thy Grace 
Streams of Mercy never ceaſing, 

Call for Songs of loudeſt Praiſe. 
Teach me ſome melodious Sonnet, 
Sung by flaming Tongues above ;-Heb.1.7, 
Praiſe the Mount—Oh fix us on it,, 
Mount of God's unchanging Love !+ 


Here I raiſe my Ebenezer ;—Som. 7. 12. 

Hither by thine Help I'm come 3 
And I hope, by thy good Pleaſure, 
Safely to arrive at Home. 


. Heb, 12, 22, + Mal. 3.6. 
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Jesus ſought me when a Stranger, 
Wand'ring from the Fold of Gon; 

He, to ſecure me from my Danger, 
Interpos'd his precious Blood. 


O! to Grace how great a Debtor 
Daily Pm conſtrain'd to be 
Let that Grace now, like a Fetter, 
Bind my wand'ring Heart to Thee! 
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 
. Prone to leave the Gop I love. 
Here's mine Heart, O take and ſeal it.! * 
Scal it from thy Courts above? 


HYM N LII. C. M. 
The Excellency of heavenly Love. 


APPY the Heart, where Graces reign, 
Where Love inſpires the Breaſt ! * 
Love is the brighteſt of the Train, 
And perfects all the Reſt. 


Knowledge, alas tis all in vain, 
1.7. Anda all ia vain our Fear: 
Our Stubborn Sins will fight and reign, 
If Love be abſent there. 


Tis Love that makes our chearful Feet 
In ſwift Obedience more; 
The Devils know, and tremble too, 
But Satan cannot love. 


® 2 Cor. 1. 22. 
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This is the Grace that lives and ſings, 
When Faith and Hope thail ceaſe; 
*T'is this ſhall ſtrike our joyful Strings 

la the ſweet Realms of Bliſs. 


When join'd to that harmonious Throng . 


'T hat fills the Choirs above, 
There ſhall we tune our golden Harps,* 
And ev'ry Note be Loves 


HT MN LL I. 
CHRIs T our All. 

DURY'D in Shadows of the Night 

We lie, *till CHRIST reſtore the Light; 


Witdom deſcends to heal the Blind, 1 
And chace the Darkneſs bf the Mind. 


Loſt guilty Souls are drown'd in Tears, 
Till the atoning Blood appears; 

Then they awake from deep Diſtreſs, & 
And ling the Lord our Righteouſneſs. 


Isesus beholds where Satan reigns, 


Binding his Slaves in heavy Chains; 
He ſets the Pris'ners free and breaks 
The Iron Bondage from our Necks. |] 


Poor helpleſs Worms in Thee poſſeſs | 
Grace, Wiſdom, Pow'r, and Righteouſneſs: 
Thou art our Mighty ALL: may we 
Give our whole tcives, O Log, to Thee! 


® Rev. 14. 2. + Luke 7. 38. 5 P/a. 40. th 
ll Lale 4 18. 


— tied: fo hoped 


. 


ght; 


neſs: 
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HYMN LIV. 76. 
Praiſe the Loxp, Pf. 150. 


RAISE the Loxp, who reigns above, 
P And keeps his Courts below ;* 

raiſe the Holy Gop of Love, 

And all his Greatzch ſhew. 
Praiſe Him for his noble Deeds, 

Praiſe Him for his matchleſs Pow'r : 
Him from whom all Good proceeds, 

Let Earth and Heav'n adore, 


- Publiſh, ſpread to all around 


The great IMMANUEL's Name; 
Let the Trumpet's martial Sound, 
Him LoRD of Hoſts proclaim : 
Praiſe Him, ev'ry tuneful String, 
All the Reach of heav'nly Art: 
All the Pow'rs of Muſic bring, 
The Muſic of the Heart. 


Him in whom they move and live, 
Let ev'ry Creature ſing : _ 
Glory to their MaKeR give, „ 
And Homage to their KING. 
Hallow'd be his Name beneath, 
As in Heav'n on Earth ador'd : 
Praiſe the LoRD in cv'ry Breath; 
Let all Things praiſe the Logo ! 


Asch. 8 ** 


[6] 
HYMN LV. 68. 
Jesv's Praiſe, 


Bp! Earth and Heav'n agree, 

— Angels and Men be join'd, 
To celebrate with me, | 

The Saviour of Mankind! 

T' adore the Great atoning Lams, 

And bleſs the Sound of IEsu's Name. 


 JEsvs !. tranſporting Sound! 
I) he Joy of Earth and Heav'n; 
No other Help is found, | 
No other Name is giv'n.— Acts 4. 12. 
By which we can Salvation have, 
But Jesvs came our Souls to fave, 


Jesus ! harmonious Name 
It charms the Hoſts above; 
They evermore proclaim, 
And wonder at his Love : 
*Tis all their Happineſs to gaze,“ 


is heav'n to ſee our JEsv's Face. 


His Name the Sinner hears, —£x. 34. 6. 
And 1s from Guilt ſet free : | 
"Tis Muſic in his Ears, 
"Tis Life and Victory, 


New Songs do now his Lips employ, 


And dances his glad Heart for Joy. 


® 1 Pet. 1. 12. 


2, 


1 82 3 
Seeking a devoted Heart. 


Deareſt Lord, give me a Heart 

Inflam'd with Love to Thee; 
That thro” thy tedious T oil and Smart 
My Soul may happy be. 


1 want, O Lord, from Sin to flee, 


And in thine Arms to reſt:— Mat. 11. 28; 
Bid me by Fanh come near to Thee, | 


And lean upon thy breaſt.— John 13. 25. 


Still let a Senſe of what Thou'ft done 
In my hard Heart be felt, 


That by this Love which Thou haft ſhewn 


My inmoſt Soul may melt.— Ex. 36. 26. 


Oh! may I never, never faint, 
But ſoar on Wings of Love, 


Till in thy Glory, as a Saint, 


I ing with Saints above. 


LoRp, I would now my All give up, 
To Thee whom I adore ; | 
And humbly falling at thy Feet, 

_ Proclaim thy Love and Pow'r. 


HYMN LVII. c. M. 
JEsus full of Grace and Truth. 


TEX Lobo firſt empties whom He fills 


Caſts down whom He would raiſe ; 
And quickens whom the Letter kills“ 
Exalting thus his Praiſe. is 
+ 8 2 3% 
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INN ANUEL for Sinners flain | L. 
Includes ſuch Stores of Grace, L | 
As narrow Hearts can ne'er contain, F 


Nor Angel's Tongues expreſs. 


He's full of Grace and Truth indeed, 
Of Love, of Life, and Light: 

To all that his Redeemed need 

He gives their Souls a Right. 


A Right to claim their full Releaſe, 

For He their Debt has paid; 5 
A Right to Comfort, Joy, and Peace, 

His Promiſe bids them plead, 


| 8 | | \ 
HYMN LVIII. C. M. 

ALPHA and Ou ECA. 
AlL, ALPHA and OEG A, hail, , 


AUTHOR o all our Faith ; 
he FINISHER of all our Hopes 

The Truth, the Life, the-Path ! 
Hail FIRST and LasT, the Morning-Star, 


Ila whom we live and move: 
Increaſe our little Spark of Faith, 
And purify our Love ! 


Let that Belief which Jesvs taught 
Be treatur'd in our Breaft ; 
The Evidence of unſeen Toys, 


The Subſtance of our Reſt ! 


63 7 


Lord! may we go from Strength to Strengths 
From Grace to greater Grace 
From one Degree of Faith to more, 


Till we behold thy Face! 


| 
| 
| 
| 


HYMN LH. S. M. 
Unmeaſurable Love. 


FRE Extent of IEsu's Love,“ 
What Heart can comprehend ? 
A Breath whoſe Diſtance none can prove, 
A length without an End: V 
The firſt- born Seraphs try 
Thy Myſt'ry to explore! 
Yet cannot trace it out; for why 2 


The Curſe they never bore, * 


The Grace unſearchabſe, 
Tranſcending human Thought, 
Who, who in Earth or Heay'n can tell, 
Or find the Wonder out? 

Alt the Angelic Choir 

Unite to give Him Praiſe : : 
And Saints Redeeming Love admire, 

And loud Hoſannas raiſe. 


To CnkisT we lift our Voice, 
Who have Redemption found ; 
And in his Name alone rejoice, 
Whence all our Joys abound. 
This cures the burden'd Mind, 
This calms the troubled Heart: 
This magifefts the SA v 1ouR kind, 
And bids our Fears depart, 


® Eph. 3. 19. 


16] 
HYMN IX. C. M. 
| Gop glorified and Sinners faved. 
E tees how wide thy Glory ſhines ? | 


How high thy Wonders rife ! 
Known thro” the Earth by thouſand Signs, 
By thouſand thro? the Skies. ; 


Theſe mighty Orbs proclaim thy Power, 
Thoſe Motions ſpeak thy Skit : 

Ang on the Wings of ev'ry Hour, 
We read thy Patience till. 


But when we view thy grant Deſign, 
To fave rebellious Worms; 

Where Vengeance and Compaſſion join, 
In their divineſt Forms: 


Here the Whole Deity is known ; 

Nor dares a Creature gueſs 

Which of the Glories brighteſt fhoge, 
The Juſtice, or the Grace. 


Now the full Glories of the Laws, 

Adorn the Heav'nly Plains: 

Bright Sergphs learn {[MManuEt's Name, 
And try their choiceft Strains. 


O may I bear ſome humble Part, 
In that immortal Song Ns 
Wonder and Joy ſhall tune my Heart, 
And Love command my Tongue. 


r r . Xx 27 
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HYMN LXI. 1o4th. 
Thankſgiving, Pf. 89. 14.— 17. 
WHAT ſhall Ido, my Saviour to praiſe; 


So ſtrong to deliver, ſo good to redeem, 
The weakeſt Believer that hangs upon Him ! 


How happy the Man whoſe Heart is ſet free; 
The People who can be joy ſul in Thee; 
Their joy is to walk in the Li;cht of thy Face; 
And till they are talking of IEsus's Grace. 


Their daily Delight ſhall be in thy Name, 

Theyſhall,as their Right, thy Righteouſneſsclaim, 
Thy Righteouſneſs wearing, and cleans'd by thy 
| (Biood, 


For thou art their Boaſt, their Glory and Pow'r, 
And I alio truſt to ſee the glad Hour, 

My SouPs new Creation, a Life from the Dead, 
The Day of Salvation that lifts up my Head. 


Yes, Lok p, I ſhall fee the Bliſs of thine own, 
Thy Secret to me ſhall ſoon be made known; 


For Sorrow and Sadneſo I Joy ſha'l receive, 
And ſhare in the Gladneſs of all that believe. 


HYMN LXII. S. M. 
Song of Moſes and the Laws. 
, WAKE, and fing the Song 
Of Moſes and the Lams ; 
Wake ev'ry Heart, and ev'r Tongue, 
To praiſe the Saviour's Name, 


13 


So faithful and true, fo plenteous in Grace; 


Bold ſhall they appear in the Preſence of Gop. 


| 
| 
| 


TG] 
Sing of his dying Love, 
Sing of his rifing Pow'r! 


oy 


Sing how he intercedes above 


For thoſe whoſe Sins He bore, 


Sing, till ye feel your Hearts 
Aſcending with your Tongues : 
Sing, till the Love of Sin departs, 

And Grace inſpires your Songs. 
Sing on, your heav'nly Way, 
e ranſom'd Sinners ſing : 
Sing on, rejoicing ev'ry Day, 
In ChRIST th' Eternal KINO. 


Soon ſhall ye hear Him ſay — Mat. 25. 3+ 


Ye bleſſed Children come, 
Soon will He call you hence away, 
And take his Wand'rers home. 


HYMN LXIII. 886. 
The Brazen Serpent. 


"ITH fiery Serpents greatly pain'd, 
| When FraePs mourning Tribes com- 
And figh'd to be relieved; (plain'd, 
A Serpent ſtraight the Prophet made, 
Of molten Braſs to View diſplay'd: 
The Patients look'd and liy'd. 


But Oh! what healing to the Heart, 


* 


Doth I Esu's greater Croſs impart, 
To thoſe who ſeck a Cure | 

Hael of old, and we no leſs, 

Ihe ſame indulgent Grace confeſs, 
Whilſt Life and Breath endure, 


3 


— 


Bi 
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To Reaſon's View, ſo 22 Effect 

Self- righteous Souls will ftill rejet᷑t, 
And periſh in their Pride? 

Not ſo the Stung with Sin and Law, 

Theſe all their rich Salvation draw, 

From Jes8v's bleeding Side. 


May we then view the matchleſs Croſs. 
And other Objects count but Loſs, 

No other Gain explore ; 5 
Here ſtill be fix d our feaſted Eyes, 
'Teeming with Tears of glad Surpriſe, 

And thankfully adore! 


Þ Hail, Great IMManvEzr, batmy Name? 
OY Thy Praiſe the ranſom'd will proclaim, 
Thee we Phyſician call; | 
We own no other Cure but Thine, 
Thou the Deliverer Divine, 
Our Health, our Life, our All. 


HYMN LXIV. 8 7. 
255 UID E me O Thou Great IEHOVY AH. 
Pilgrim thro? this barren Land; * 
am weak, but Thou are Michry, 

Hold me with thy PoWERTVUL HAx b: 


Bread of Heaven ! Bread of Heaven lx 
Feed me Till I want ao more. 


Open now the chryſtal Fountain—Zech. 13, ty 
Whence the healing Streams do flow ;_ 


* Heb, 11. 13. + Jen 6. 32. 
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Let the fiery cloudy Pillar Exad. 13. 21. 
Lead me all my Journey through; 
Strong Deliv rer] Strong Deliv'rer ! 
Be Thou ſtill my Strength and Shield. 


When! tread the Verge of Jordan,. — Jer. 12.5. 


Bid my anxious Fears ſubfide ; | 
Death of Deaths, and Hell's Deſtruction, * 
Land me ſafe on Cana an's Side, 
Songs of Praiſes, Songs of Praiſes, 
Il will ever give to Thee. 


Muſing on my Habitation. 


Muting on my heav'nly Home, - Heb. 11. 16, 


Fills my Soul with Holy Longing, 
Come, my. Jesus, quickly come. 
Vanity is all I ſee, 
Lokp, I long to be with Thee 18 


HYMN LXV. 8s. 
The Good Shepherd. 


HE Loxp my Paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with 4 Care; 
His Preſence ſhall my Wants ſupply, 
And guard me with a watchful Eye; 
My Noon- day Walks He ſhall attend, 
And all my Midnight Hours defend. 


When in the ſultry Glebe J faint, 
Or*on the thirſty Mountain pant, 
To fertile Vales and dewy Meads 
My weary wand'ring Steps He leads; 
Where peaceful Rivers, ſoft and flow, 
Amid the verdant Landikip flow. 


® Cor, 15. 54. + Rev. 23. 20. J PI. 1. 23. 


16. 


23, 


EW 1 
Though in the Path of Death I tread, 
With gloomy Horrors overſpread, 
My ſtedfaſt Heart thall fear no Ill, 
For Thou, O Lox, art with me finll ; 
Thy friendly Crook ſhall give me Aid, 
And guide me thro? the dreadful Shade, 


Tho' in a bare and rugged Way, 

Thro' devious lonely Wilds I ſtray, 

Thy Bounty ſhall my Pains beguile, 

The barren Wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, 

With ſudden Greens and Herbage crown'd, 
And Streams ſhall murmur all around. 


HYMN IXVI. c. x. 
— Amazing Love. 
YLUNG'D in a Gulph of dark Deſpair, 
P We wretched Sinners lay 
ithoug, one chearful Beam of Hopez 
Or Spark of glimm' ring Day. 
With pitying Eyes, the Patuex of Grace, 
Beuel — helpleſs Grief ; | 
He ſaw, and (O amazing Lore!) 
He came to our Relief, 
Down from the ſhining Seats above, 
With joyful Haſte He fled ; 


Enter'd the Grave in mortal Fleſh, 


And dwelt among che Dead. 


Oh ! for this Love let Rocks and Hills 


Their laſting Silence break; 
And all harmonious human Tongues, 
The SAay1ouR's Praiſes ſpeak ! 


„ 

Angels aſfiſt our mighty Joys, 2 
Strike all your Harps of Gold!: 
But when you raife your higheſt Notes 

His Love can nc'er be told! 


HYMN LXVII. c. M. 
Providence and Grace. 

WEET is the Mem'ry of thy Grace, 

My Gop, my Heav'nly KING, 


Let Age to Age thy Righteouſneſs 
In Sounds of Glory fing. 


_ Gop reigns on High, but not confines | 
His Goodneſs to the SKies; 


| Thro? the whole Earth his Goodneſs ſhinqh 


And ev'ry Want ſupplies, 


With longing Eyes thy Creatures wait 
On Tize for daily food ; 

Thy lib'ral Hand provides them meat, 
nd fills their Mouth with Good. 


How kind are thy Compaſſions Lox D! 
How flow thine Anger moves : 

But ſoon He ſends his E ning Word, 
To chear the Soul He loves. 


Creatures, with all their endleſs Race, 

T by Pow'r and Praiſe proclaim : 

May we, who tafte thy richer Grace, 
Delight to bleſs thy Name, 


Le 


| Pre 


Be. 


Shs 
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HYMN LXVIIL S. M. 
Preſerving Grace. 
1 Gop the only wiſe, 


| Our SAv1ouR and our King, 
Let all the Saints below the Skies 


Their humble Praiſes bring. 


Tis his Almighty Love, 

His Counſel and his Care, 
Preſcrves us lafe from Sin and Death, 

And ev'ry hurtful Snare. 


He will preſent his Saints 


_ Unblenuſh'd and compleat, —Eph, + 4 = 
Before the Glory of his Face, | 
With Joys divinely great. 


Then all the choſen Seed 

Shall meet around the Throne, 
Shall bleſs the Conduct of his Grace, 

And make his Wonders known. 


To our Redeeming Gop, 
Wiſdom and Pow'r belongs ; 

Immortal Crowns of Majeſty, 
And everlaſting Songs! 


HYMN III. C. M. 
Hape of Glory. 
HF is a Gop of Sov” reign Love 


That promis d Heav'n to me; 
And taught my 322 to ſoar above * 
Where happy Spirits be.—Heb. 12. 23. 


Cel. 3. ty 2. 


Jenevan the Sinner's Help and Hopt 
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Prepare me, Lox o, for thy Right Hand, 


Then come the joyfut Day ! 


Come Death, and ſome Celeſtial Band,* 


And bear my Soul away. 


Then, my Beleved, take my Soul Cant. 11. 16, | 


Up to thy bleſt Abode, ü 
That, Face to ace, Imay behold—. Jeb 19. 27, 
My Sv io and my Gov. 


HYMN LXX. C. M. 
The hiding Place. 


. V hiding Place, my Refuge, Tow'r, 


And Shield, art Thou, G Loap; 


1 firmly anchor all my Hopes 


On thy unerring Word, 


Engrav'd, as in Eternal Braſs, 


The mighty Premiſe ſhines : 
Nor can the Pow'rs of Darkneſs raze 
Thoſe Everlaſting Lines. : 


The ſacred Word of Grace is ſtrong 


As that which buik che Skies; 
The Voice which rolls the Stars along, 
Spake all the Promiſes, 


HYMN LXX. CM. 


PL. ge. 
Gon our Help in Ages paſt, 
1 Hape for — Bud - 
Our Sheker fromthe Rormy II. 3. 
And aur eternal Home. WIDE om 
» Luke 16, ga 


ES F 
Before the Hills in Order ſtood, 
Or Earth receiv'd it's Frame; 
From everlaſting Thou art Gon, 
To endleſs Years the ſame. 
16, A thouſand Ages in thy Sight 
Are as an Ev'ning gone; 
27. Short as the Watch that ends the Niglit 
Before the riſing Sun. bo 


The buſy Tribes of Fleſh' and Blood, 
With all their Cares and Fears, 
Are carry'd downward by the Flood, 
v'r, And loſt in foll'wing Years. 


N Time, like an ever- rolling Stream; 
Bears all it's Sons away; _ 
They fly forgotten as a Dream 
Dies at the op' ning Day. 


O Gop our Help in Ages paſt, 
Our Hope for Years to come: | 
Be Thou our Guard while Life ſhall Iaff, 
And our perpetual Home ! 


_HYMN LXXII. L. M. 
Pialm 100. 

EFORE Ixuov an's awful Throne, 
Ye Nations bow with ſacred Joy 


13 


Know that the Loxp is Gov alone; 
He can create; and He deftroy; 


G 
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His Sov'xEICGN Pow's, without our Aid, 
Made us of Clay, and form'd us Men ; 

And when like 5 Sheep we ſtray'd, 
He brought us to his Fold again. 


We'll croud thy Gates with thankful Songs, 

High as the Heav'ns our Voices raiſe ; 

And Earth with her ten thouſand Tongues 
Shall fill thy Courts with ſounding Praiſe, 


Wide as the World is thy command, 
Voaſt as Eternity thy Love; 

Firm as a Rock thy Truth m¹ ftand 
When rolling Years ſhall ceaſe to move, 


HYMN LXXIII. c. M. 


Perſeverance, 
OST Sinners, who, by precious Faith, EI 
On JIxsus CHRIST rely, | 
Are, from that Moment, pats'd from Death, H 
Can never, never die.— Fobn 11. 25, 26. 
Tho! thouſand Snares encloſe their Feet, Fe 
Not one ſhall hold them faſt. 
Whatever Dangers they ſhall meet, 77 
They ſhall get ſafe at laſt. 
Not as the World the Say1ouR gives, Er 
He is no fickle Friend: 
Whom once He loves, He never leaves ; * | O 


But loves'them to the End. —Fobn 13. 1. 
Hieb, 13. 5. 


[98] - 
Jesus in ev'ry Age has prov'd 
His — — and true.- Eph. 1. 14. A 
Tf this Founda 

Wat ſhall the Righteous do ?—7/a. 28. 16. 


O LorD, by this our Caim abides, 
This Title to our Bliſs, | 

Whatever Lofs we bear beſides, 
We'll never give up this. 


HYMN LXXIV. c. M. 
Sovereign Grace, 


ET me, my Say 10uR and my God, 
On Sov'reign Grace rely; 


L own *tis free, becauſe beſtow'd 


On one ſo vile as I. 


Election! Tis a Word divine: 
For, Lox, I plainly ſee, | 
Had not thy Choice prevented mine, * 
I n&er had choſen Thee. | 


For Perſever ance Strength I've none; 

But would on this depend: 

That Jeſus having lov'd his own, 3 
He led d them to the End. — John 13. 1. f 


Empty and bare I come to Thee, 


For Righteouſneſs divine. 
O may thy matchieſs Merits be, 
By Imputation mine |— Rom. 4. 24. 


*. Þ aThyſ 3.13%. + Ji. 31. 3. 


tion be remov'd, (20. 28. 
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H YMN LXXV. 11s. 
The Believer's Portion. 

( Friend, 
Ompaffionate Bridegroom, my Shepherdand 

My Soul from the Fury of Satan defend; 
Thy Prefence continue, thy Bleffing convey, 
And grant me a Spirit to praiſe and to pray, 


Prevent and aſſiſt me, and ſo ſhall I run, 
And further within me the Work thou'ſt begun; 
And then let the World me rej. & or deſpiſe, 
Thy Grace for my Wants, Lokp, ſhall ever 
. (ſuffice. 
Still 7 Thou before me, and guide me aright, 
Thy Peace be my Comfort, Thyſelf my Delight; 
Thy Willbe my Pleaſure, thy Honour my Aim, 
And this be my Glory, the Blood of the LAB: 
This, this be my Portion, thy Beauty my Song, 
Thy Name and thy Praiſes ſtill dwell on my 
| ( (Tongue: 
Direct by thy Srarr my Actions and Wajs, 
So ſhall 1 inherit thy Bleffing always. 


HYMN LXXVI. C. M. 
Triumph of Faith. 
E lives! He lives! and ſits above, 
For ever interceding there; 

Who ſhall divide us from CHRIS T's Love? 
Or what ſhall tempt us to Deſpair? 
Faith has an over-coming Pow'r ; 
It triumphs in the dying Hour: _ 
 Crn1sT is our Life, our Joy, our Hope; 
Nor can we fink with ſuck a Prop, 


C3 - 

My Peace and Safety lies in this, 

My Creditzr my Surety is; 

Thy Judgement-day I dread the lefs : 
My Judge is made my Righteouſneſs. 


HTN N LIXVIE L NX. 
Righteouſneſs and Peace kiſſing each 
ET 0 8 | ; 

ALVATION ts for ever nigh 

The Souls that fear and truſt the LorD 3 


And Grace, deſcending from on high, 
Freſh Hopes of Glory ſhall afford. 


Mercy and Truth on Earth are met, 
Since CHRIST the Lord came down from 
By his Obedience ſo complete, (Heav'n, 
Juſtice is pleas'd, and Peace is giv'n. 


Now Truth and Honour ſhall abound, 
Religion dwell on Earth again, 
And Heav'nly Influence bleſs the Ground, 


In our REDEEMER's gentle Reign. 


His Righteouſneſs is gone before, 
To give us free Acceſs to Goo; 
Our wand'ring Feet ſhall ſtray no more, 
But mark his Steps, and keep the Road. 


HYMN LXXVIII. L. M. 


The Chriſtian Race. 


WAKE our Souls, away our Fears, 
Let ev'ry trembling Thought be gone, 


Awake, and run the Heav'nly Race, 
And put a chearful Courage on, 


G 3 


| 
| 


—— ů — — — ——— 


78 


True, 'tis a ſtrait and thorny Road, 
And mortal Spirits tire and faint ; 


But they forget the Mighty Go, 


That feeds the Strength of ev'ry Saint. 
The mighty Gon, whoſe matchles Pow'r 


Is ever new and ever young, 
And firm cndures while endleſs Years 
Their everlaſting Circles run. 


From Thee, the overflowing Spring, 
Our Souls fhall drink a freſh Supply, 

While ſuch es truft their native Strength 
Shall melt away and droop and die. 


Swift as an Eagle cuts the Air, 
We'll mount aloft to thine Abode; 


Oa Wings of Love our Souls ſhall fp, 


Nor tire amidit the Heay'nly Ro 


HYMN LXXIX. I. M. 
 Cnr1sT worthy of all Praiſe. 


Wh: equal Honours ſhall we bring, 
To Thee, O Logp our God, the 
(Las, 


When all the Notes that Angels fin 
Are far inferior to thy Naine 2 - 


Worthy is ; He that once was lain, 
The PRINcE of Peace thatg roan'd 

Worthy to rife, and live, 405 rei 
At his Almighty F ATHER 18 . 


= 


— — rr 


(9) 
Bleſſings for ever on the Laws, | 
Who bore the Curſe for wretched Men: 
Let Angels ſound his ſacred Name, 
And ev'ry Creature ſay, Amen. 


HYMN LXXX. 8 5. 
The Traitor ſuing for Pardon. 


 QQAVIOUR, canſt Thou love a Traitor? 


Y Canft thou Love a Child of Wrath? 
Can a Hell-deſerving-Creature 
Be the Purchaſe of thy Death? 
Is thy Blood ſo efficacious, | 
As to make my Nature clean? 
Is thy Sacrifice 0 precious 4 
As to free me from my Sin ? 


Sin on every Hand ſurrounds me, 


No Acquittance can J hear; 
Pangs of Unbelief confound me, 

Help me Lok my Grief to bears. 
Here then is my Reſolution, 

At thy deareſt Feet to fall: 


Here I'll meet with Condemnation, 


Or a Freedom from my Thrall. 


Now deny thy Grace and Mercy, 


If Thou canſt, to wretched me 
wy aſide thy Love and Pity, 
If Thou canſt, and let me die: 


If I meet with Condemnation, 


Juſtly I deſerve the ſame; 
If I meet with free Salvation, 


I will magnify thy Name, 


[8 ] 


Do 

_ 5 | Tt 

HYMN LXXXI. 53. irs 

The importunate Sinner. hos 

FN Racious Lon, incline thine Ear, | | 
My Complaint vouchiafe to hear; 

Sore diſtreſt with Guilt am I, T 


Give me CHRIST, or elſe I die. 


Wealth and Honour I diſdain, 
Earthly Coinforts all are vain ; 
They can never ſatisfy : 

Give me CHRIST, &c. 


LorD, deny me what thou wilt; 
Only take away my Guilt : 
Mourning at thy Feet I lie; 
Give me CHRIST, &c. : 


All unholy, all unclean, 
Nothing am TI elſe but Sin; 
I to Thee for Mercy fly, 
Give me CHRIST, &c. 


Thou doſt freely ſave the Le; 
In thy Grace alone II truſt ; 
Unto Thee lift up my cry, 
Grve me CHRIST, &c, 


O my Gop, what ſhall I fay ? 

Take, O take my Sins away ! 

J=su's Blood to me apply; 
Give me CHRIST, &c. 


{ 8x 3 

Does the FaTHER ſeem to frown? 
] take Shelter in the Sox: 

Tesvs, to thine Arms1 fly; 

Save me, 8 or elſe 1 * 


OW heavy is the Night 
That hangs upon our Eyes, 
Till OaRIsr wich his-reviving Light 


O'er our dark Souls ariſe ? 


Our guilty Spirits dread 

To meet the Wrath ef Heav'iny 
But in his Righteouſneſs array'd, 

We ſee our Sins forgiy” n. 


Unholy and i impure 

Are all our "Thoughts and Ways, 
His Hands infected Nature cure 

Wich ſanctifying Grace. 


The Pow'rs of Hell agree | 

I 0o hold eur Souls in war A 
He ſets the Sons of Bondage | 
And breaks the curſed — 


Lok, we adore thy Ways, 
To bring us near to God ; 


And thine 1 * 


The Sun of Righteouſneſs ariſing. 


Thy Sov' reign Pow'r, thy pang Grace, 


[82] 


HYMN LXXXII. c. u. 
Gratitude. 
ou, let us all unite to praiſe 

The Saviour of Mankind, 


Our thankful Hearts in ſolemn Lays, 
Be with our Voices join'd. | 


But how ſhall Duſt his Worth declare, 
When Angels try in vaing _ 
Their Faces veil when they appear 
Before the Sox of Man. 5 


O Lorp, we cannot ſilent be, 
By Love we are conſtrain'd 


Io offer our beſt Thanks to Thee 


Our Say 1ouR, and our FRIEND ! 


Tho! fgeble are our beft Eſſays, 
Thy Love will not deſpiſe ; 
Our grateful Songs of humble Praiſe, 
Our well-meaat Sacrifice. 


Let ev'ry Tongue thy Goodneſs ſhow, 
And ſpread abroad thy Fame; 

Let ev'ry Heart with Praiſe o'erflow, 

And bleſs thy ſacred Name! 


Worſhip and Honour, Thanks and Love, 
Be to our Jesvs giv'n! 8 5 

By Men below, - by Hoſts above 
By all in Earth and Heav'n! 


C92 1 


HYMN LXXXIV. 7s. 
| Bidding the World Adieu. 


ORL D, adieu! thou real Cheat, 
Oft have thy deceitful Charms 
FilPd my Heart with fond Conceit, 
Fooliih Hopes, and falſe Alarms ; 
Now I ſec as clear as Day, 
How thy Follies paſs away, 


Vain the entertaining Sights; 
Falſe thy Promiſes renew'd, 
All the Pomp of thy Delights 
Does but flatter and delude : 
Thee I quit for Heav'n above, 
Object of the nobleſt Love. 


Farewel Honour's empty Pride, 
Thy own nice, uncertain Guſt, 

If the leaſt Miſchance betide, 

Lays thee lower than the Duſt: 

Worldly Honours end in Gall, 

Riſe To-day—To-morrow fall, 


Fooliſh Vanity—farewel-— 

More inconſtant than the Wave, 
Where the ſoothing Fancies dwell, 
Pureſt Tempers they deprave : 

He, to whom I fly from thee, 
Jesvs CHRIST ſhall ſet me free: 


Let not, Lokp, my wand'ring Mind 
Follow after fleeting Toys, 


(8% ] 
Since in Thee alone I find 

Solid and ſubſtantial Joys : 
118 Joys that never over- paſt, 


| Thro' Eternity ſhall laſt. 
| 
| 


Lon, how happy is the Heart 

After Thee while it aſpires ! 
True and faithful as Thou art, 
I Thou ſhalt anſwer its Deſires; 
1 ſhall ſee the glorious Scene 
Oft thine EY Reign. 
W | 


HYMN LXXXV, 75 


To Jzsvs. CRHRISr. 


OLY Laws, who Thee receive, 
Who in thee begin to live; | 
ay and Night they cry to thee, 
As thou art, ſo let us be, 


Fix, O fix my worring Mind, = 1 

To thy Crofs my Spirit bind; 

Earthly Paſſions far remove, \ 

Fill my Soul with acre Love: | 
my Duſt and Aſhes tho* we be, | D 
| Full of Guilt and Miſery: 

Thine we are, Thou Son of Gov), C 

| Take the Purchaſe of thy” Blood: 
1 


| Boundleſs Wiſdom Pow'r Divine; 
Love 9 are thine ; 
Praiſe b K all to Thee be givn, 


Sons of arth, and Hofs of Heavn - 


[85] 
HYMN LXXXVI. c. M. 
The World given up. 

ET worldly Minds the World purſue 


It has no Charms for me; 
Vace I admir'd it's Trifles too, 
But Grace has ſet me free. 


It's Pleaſures now no longer pleaſe, 
No more Content: afford; 

Far from my Heart be joys like theſe, | 
Now I have known the LokD.—1 John 2. 3 


As by the Light of op'ning Day 
The Stars are all conceal'd ; 

So earthly Pleaſures fade aw ay 
When Jesus is reveal'd, 


Samen no more divide my Choice, 

I bid them all depart; 
His Name and Love, ad Gracious Voices 
Have fix'd my roving Heart. 


Now, Lond, I would be thine alone, 
And wholly live to Thee ; 

But may I hope that Thou wilt own 
A worthleſs Worm like me ! 


Yes, tho? of Sinners Pm the Worſt, 
I cannot doubt thy Will; 

For if Thou hadſt not loy'd me LO 
I had refus'd Thee ftill. 


21 John. 4.19. 


| 861 
HYMN LXXXVII. L. M. 


Self abalement. 


(Ming, 

HEN Darkneſs long has veil'd my 
And ſmiling Day once more appears, 
Then, my REDEEMER, then I find, | 


[| The Folly of my Doubis and Fears. 
| Strait 1 upbraid my wan@'ring Heart, Ol 
W And bluſh that I ſhow'd ever be 
io So prone to act fo baſe a Part, T 
| And harbour one hard Thought of Thee, 
| O let me then at length be taught, 4 
| What fill T am fo flow to learn, 7 
That Gon is Love, and changes not, —Mal, 3 6. 
| Nor knows the Shadow of a Turn. 4 
Sweet Truch, and eaſy to repeat, | 
But when my Faith is ſharply try'd, f 


J find myſelf a Learner yet 
Unſkiliful, weak, and apt to flide. 


But Oh ! my Lok p, one look from Thee 
Wh Subdues the diſobedient Will,“ 
mi Drives Doubts, and Diſcontent away, 
| And thy rebellious Worm is ſtill. 7 


Ff 2 


Thou art as willing to forgive, 
As | am ready to repine; 
Thou therefore all the Praiſe receive, * 1 

Be ſhame, and vSeif-abhorrence mine, 


'* Luke. 22. 61. +. F/ 46, 10. 


6. 


WI Lean read my Title clear,* 


Then ] can ſimile at Satan's Rage,+ 


[871 
HYMN LXXXVIII. C. M. 
Faith Triumphant. 


To Manſions in the Skies: 
I bid Farewel to ev'ry Fear, 
And dry my weeping Eyes. 
Shou'd Death againſt my Soul engage, 
And helliſh Darts be hurl'd ; 


And face a frowning World. 


Shou'd Cares like a wild Deluge come, 
And Storms of Sorrow fall! 
Thro' them | preſs towards my Home, 
My Gop, my Heav'n, my ALL. 
There ſhall I bathe my weary Soul, 
In Seas of Heav'nly Reft ; | 


And not a Wave of Trouble roll 
Acroſs my peaceful Breaſt. ' 


HY MN LXXXIX. C. M. 
The Traveller in the Wilderneſs, 


12 what a wretched Land is this, 

That yields us no Supply, 

No chearing Fruits, no wholſome Trees, 
Nor Streams of living Joy ? 


A thouſand ſavage Beaſts of Prey—P/.80. 13 
Around the Foreſt roam; | 

But Judab's Lion guards the Way,—Rev.5.5s 
And guides the Strangers Home. 

® Rom. 5.1.2, f 1 Gore 15. 55. 


188 
With olimmn ring Hopes and gloomy Fears 
We trace the ſacred Road, 
Tyro' diſmal Deeps and dang” rous Snares 
We make our Way to Gop. 


Our Journey is a thorny Vlaze, 
2ut we march upward ſtill ; 
Forget our Troubles in the Ways, 


And run to Lion's Hill, 


There fands our Fab at the Gates 
Inviting us to come! 

There Jesus the Fare- runner waits, x 
To welcome Tray'llers Home! 


Eternal Glories to the KINGS 
He'll bring us ſafely througg; 
Our Fongues ſhall never ceaſe to ſing, 
And endlels ** renew. 


HYMN — 7. 
True Catholiciſm, 


J TOT diff *rent Food, nor diffrent Dres, 
N Compoſe the Kingdom of our Loꝶp; 
ut Peace and Foy and Righteouſneſs, 

Faith, and Obedience to his Word. 


When weaker Chriſtians we deſpiſe, 

We do the Goſpel mighty Wrong 2 
| For Gop the Gracious and the Wile, | ] 
Receives the Feeble with the Stroags 


* Hb, 6. 20. + Ren. 14. 7. 


His 


( 89 ] 
Let Pride and Wrath be baniſſi'd hence, 
Meekneſs and Love our Souls purſue; 
Nor ſhall our Practice give Offence 
To Saints, the Gentile or the Jew. * 
HYMN XCI. L. M. 
CurisT's Righteouſneſs, Phil. 3. 7—9. 
O more, my Gop, I boaſt no more, 
N Of ail the Duties I have done ; 
quit the Hopes | held before, 


To truſt the Merits of thy Sox. 


Now for the Love I bear his Name, 
Mhat was my Gain, I count my Loſs : 

My former Pride I call my Shame, 
And nail my Glory to his Croſs. 


Yes, and l muſt and will eſteem, 

All Things but Loſs for JEsv's Sake; 
O may my Soul be found in Rim, 

And of his Righteouſneſs partake ! 


The beſt Obedience of my Hands 


Dares not appear before thy Throne ; 
85 But Faith can anſwer thy Demands, 
3 By pleading what my Lokp has done. 


H TMN XCIL C. M. 
The High Prieſt. 
I T H Joy we meditate che Grace 
1 Of our Hicn PRIEST above; tr 


His Heart is made of Tenderneſs, 
His Bowels melt with Love. 


1 Cor, 10. 32. + Heb, 4. 15. 


1901 
Touch'd with a Sympathy withis, 
He knows our feeble Frame; 


He knows what ſore Temptations mcany 
For He has felt the ſame, 


But ſpotleſs, innocent and pure, 
The Great REDEEMER ſtood, 
While Satan's fiery Darts He bore, 

And did reſiſt to Blood. 


He in the Days of feeble Fleſh 
Pour'd out his Cries and Tears,“ 

And in his Meaſure feels afrefh - 
What ev'ry Member bears. 


He'll never quench the ſmoaking Flax, 
ut raiſe it to a Flame; 
The bruiſcd Reed He never breaks, 

Nor ſcorns the meaneft Name. 


Then let our humble Faith addreſs 
His Mercy and his Powr;5 
We ſhall obtain deliv'ri ng Grace 
In the diſtreſſing Hour, — Heb. 4.. 16. 


The Spirit's Work. 
T 7 HY ſhould the Children of a King 


Go mourning all their Days? 
Grzar CoMEoRTER ! deſcend and bring 
Some Tokens of thy Grace, 


1 Hel. 5. 7. + Mat. 12, 20. 


— 


[91] 
Doſt Thou not dwell in all the Saints, 
And ſeal the Heirs of Heav'n ?—Eph.r. 17 
When wilt Thou baniſh my Complaints, 
And ſhew my Sins forgiv'a ? 


Aſſure my Conſcience of her Part 
In the REDEEMER's Blood; 
And bear thy Witneſs with my Heart, 
That I am born of (op. 


Thou art the Earneſt of his Love, “ 
The Pledge of Joys to come; 
And thy ſoft Wings, CETESTIAL Dove, 
Will fafe convey me Home, 


HYMN XCIV. c. M. 
Tube Word. 
1 with Guilt and full of Fears, 


I flee to Thee, my Lo Rp; 
And not a Glimpſe of Hope appears, 
But in thy written Word. 


The Volume of my FAruzR's Grace 
Does all my Grief aſſuage: 

Here I behold my SA viouR's Face 
Almoſt in ev'ry Page. 


8 This is the Field where hidden lies 
The Pearl, of Price unknown; 
© That Merchant is divinely wiſe 


Who makes that Pearl his own, + 
* 2 Cor, 1. 26. Þ+ Mat. 13. 46; 


('92 ] 
Here conſecrated Water flows 
To quench my Thirſt of Sin; 
Here the fair Tree of Knowledge grows, 
Nor Danger dwelis therein. 


This is the Fudge that ends the Strife, 
Where Wit and Reaſon fail; 
N to everlaiting Life 
hro” all this gloom), Vale, 
Oh! may thy Counſels, MicnTty Gop ! 
. My roving Feet command ; | 
Nor ] forſake ihe happy Road, 
That leads to thy Right Hand. 


HYMN XCV. c. N. 


CRRIST's Offices, 


\ E bleſs the PRoPHET of the Lorn,* 
That comes with Truth and Grace ; 
Ixsus, thy SPIRIT and thy Word 
Shall lead us in thy Ways. 


We rev'rence our Hicn PRIEST above, 
Who offer'd up his Blood, | 
And lives to carry on his Love, 

By pleading with our Gop, 
We honour our exalted KING; 
How ſweet are his Commands! 

He guards our Souls from Hell and Sin 
By his Almighty Hands, 


® Ad. 3. 22. 


1931 
Hoſanna to his Glorious Name, 
Who thus appears for us; 
His Mercies lay a ſov'reign Claim 
To all our Hope and Truſt. 


HYMN KXCVI. L. M. 
Ihe Work of the Spirit. 
TERNAL Sergir! we confeſs 
And ſing the Wonders of thy Grace; 
Thy Pow'r conveys our Bleſſings down® 
From Gop the FATHER and the Sox. 


Enlighten'd by thine Heav'nly Ray, 
Our Shades and Darkneſs turn to Day; 
Thine inward Teachings make us know 
Our Danger, and our Refuge too. 

Thy Pow'r and Glory work within, 
And break the Sceptre of our Sin; 


Thy Grace imperious Luſts ſubdue, 
And forms our wretched Hearts anew. 


The troubled Conſcience knows thy Voice z 
Thy chearing Words awake our Joys; 

Thy Words allay.the ftormy Wind, 

And calm the Surges of the Mind. 


HYMN XCVII. C. M. 


EAREST of all the Names above, 
My Jxsss, and my God, 
Wo can refift the Heav'nly Love, 
Or trifle with thy Blood? 


John 16. 15. 


_ [ 94 ] 

"Tis by the Merits of thy Death, 
The FaTHex ſmiles again; 
Tis by thine interceeding Breath—Rom.$. 26, 
The SeiriT dw-lls with Men. 


ill Gop in human Fleſh I fee, 
| My Thoughts no Comfort find ; 
The Holy, Juft, and Sacred THREE, 


Are Terrors to my Mind. — Heb. 12. 29. 


But if IMMAnrer's Face appear, 
My Hope, my Joy begins : 

His Name forbids my flaviſh Fear, 
His Grace ſubdues my Sins. 


While ſome on their own Works rely, 
And ſome of Wiſdom boaſt, 

I love th' Incarnate Myflery, 

And there I fix my Truft. 


HYMN XCVIL c. M. 

: Cnaisr's Commiſſion. 

F NOME, happy Souls, approach your God 
£7 With nw eons Faces: F OP 


Come, render to Almighty Grace 
The Tribute of your Tongues, 


So ſtrange, ſo boundleſs was the Love 
T hat pity'd dying Men, 

The FaTHrER ſent his Equal Son * 

To give them Life again, 


Jo 


* 2. 

Thy Hands, Dear Jesvs, were not arm'd 
Wich a revenging Rod, 

No hard Commiſſion to perform 

The Vengeance of a Gon; 


But all was Mercy, all was mild, 

And Wrath forſook the Throne, 

When CHRIST on the kind Errand came, 
And brought Salvation down. ? 


| Here, Sinners, you may heal your Wounds, 


And wipe your Sorrows dry ; 
Truſt in the Mighty Saviour's Name, 
And you ſhall never die, — John 11. 26. 


See, Neareſt LorD, our willing Souls 
Accept thine offer'd Grace ; 

We bleſs the Great REDEEMER's Love, 
And give the FATHER Praiſe, 


HYMN XCIX. 68. 
The Heavenly Voyage. 


J at thy Command 
I launch into the Deep; 
And leave my native Land 
Where Sin lulls all aſleep. 
For Thee I feign would all reſign, 
And fail to Heav'n with Thee and Thine. 
What though the Seas are broad. 
What though the Waves are ſtrong, 
What-though tempeſtuous Winds 
Diſtreſs me all along. 
Yet what are Seas or ſtormy Winds 
Compar'd to CHRIST, the Sinner's Friend? 


96 ] 
Carrsr is my Pilot wil, 

My Compals is his Word : 
My Soul each Storm defies 
| While I have ſuch a Lok, 
I truft his Faithfulneſs and Pow'r 
Io fave me in the trying Hour. 


Though Rocks and Quickſands deep 
Through all my Paſſage lie: 
Yet CHRIST ſhall ſaſely keep 
And guide me with his Eye. 
How can I ſink with ſuch a Prop 
That bears the World and all Things up? 


By Faith I ſee the Land, 
The Hav'n of endleis Reſt ; 
My Soul thy Wings.expand ! 
And fly to Jesv's Breaſt! 
O may I reach the Heay'nly Shore, 
Where Winds and Seas diftreſs no more ? 


Whene'er becalm'd I lie, 
And all my Storms ſubfide ; 
Then to my Suecour fly 
And keep me near thy Side: 
For more the treach'rous Calm [dread 
Then Tempefts burſting o'er my Head. 


Come Heav'nity Wind and blow 
A proſperous Gale of Grace, 
To waft from all below 
To Heav'n my deſtin d Place. 
Then in full Sail my Port Pl] find 
And leave the World and Sin behind. 


rr 


reer 
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HYMN C. 
Aſhamed of Jzsvs !—Mark 8. 38. 
ESUS ! and ſhall it ever be ? 

A mortal Man aſbamed of thee! 


Scorn'd be the Thought by Rich and Poor, 
O! may ſcorn it more and more, 


Aſhamed of Feſus ! of that Friend 

On whom for Heav'n my Hopes depend, 
It muſt not be—Be this my Shame, 
That I no more revere his Name. 


Ajhamed of Feſus ! ſooner far 
Let Evening bluſh to own a Star, 
 Afbamed of Feſus ! Juſt as ſoon | 
Let Midnight bluſh to think of Noon, 


"Tis Evening with my Soul, *till He 
That Morning Star, brds Darkneſs flee, 
He ſheds the Beams of Noon divine 
O'er all this Midnight Soul of mine. 


Aſhamed of Feſus ! ſhall yon Field, 
Bluſh when it thinks who bids it yield, 
Yet bluſh I muſt while I adore— 
I bluſh to think I yield no more, 


Aſhamed of Feſus !] yes, I may 
When Pveno C rimes to walh away. 
No Tears to wipe, no Joy to crave, 
No Fears to quell, or Soul to fave, 


4 | | 1 


And Angels ſhout to ſee Thee born. 
Hallelujah. 


. 
Till then—nor is the Boaſting vain— 
Till then, I boaſt a SAv1ouk flain: 
And Oh! may this my Portion be, 


That Sav loox not aſhamed of me. 


HYMN CI. L. M 
N ATIVITY. 


ESUS, all Praiſe is due to Thee, 
That Thou waſt pleas'd a Han to be! 
A Virgin's Womb Thou didſt not ſcorn, 


The Bleſſed FArHER's only Son 
Chuſeth a Manger for his Throne 
And tho' the High and Mighty Gon, 
Atlumes our feeble Fleſh and Blood. 
11 Hallelujah. 


Whom Earth could not contain or Skies, 


In law Eftate the SAvIiOUR lies: 
And who the World's Foundation laid,“ 


Js now a little Infant made. Hallelujah, 


The FATHER's Brightneſs comes in Sight, f 
Gives to the World it's ſaving Light; 
And drives the Clouds of Sia away, 


To make us Children of the Day. 


- Hallelujah. 
The Sow the Almighty Gop confeſs'd, 


In his own World became a Gueſt; 


And open'd thro' Himſelf the Way, 


A Paſlage to eternal Day.  Hallelvſal, | 


3 © John 1. 3. + Heb, I, Jo 


F. 
* 
= 
P. 


ah. 


n. 


Praiſe to our Loving God and KI N. 


Stand ſtill, and ſee what Gon hath done 


Por whom was this; but for a Race 


And bore our Curſe, our Ranſom paid, 


His Birth no Palace did adorn, 
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For us theſe Wonders He hath wrought, 
To ſhew his Love, ſurpaſſing Thought! * 
Then let us all unite to fing 


| Hallelujah. 
HYMN CI. 886. 
| | The Same. 
' A, LL Glory be to Gop on high, 
Ye Sons of Adam fill the Sky, 
With Praiſe and Thankfulneſs : 
Cp, from an everlaſting Love, — Jer. 31. 3 


Decreed with his Dear Sox above 
A finful World to bleſs ! 


He had but one Beloved So, 
And klim He freely gave: 


Of Sinners guilty, vile, and baſe ? 
Yet theſe He came to ſave. 
All Glory to th' Eternal Sox, 
That He moſt freely did put on 
Our Fleſh and Miſery : 
That He, our Gon, a Man was made, 


By bleeding on the Tree ! 

He as a poor mean Child was born, 
A Manger was his Bed: 

Look, look upon this riſing Sun, 


Till Tears of Love the Eyes ver-run, 
This Babe is ChRISsT our HEAD. 


, ®* Epb. 3. 19. 
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HYMN Cl. L. M. 


The ns. 
1 ARK ! the beſt News that ever came 


To ſinful Men, condemn'd, forlorn! 


Aloud, Celeſtial Hoſts proclaim, 
4 Saviour, Chriſ the Lord, is born.” 


Their Sov*REIGN throws his Beams aſide, 
And ſteps from his Imperial Throne; 

In human Form the God to hide, 

And our frail Fleſh to make his own. 


How many Wonders here combine, 
To draw and fix believing Eyes; 

And fill all Heav'n with Joy divine, 
With awful Mirth, and ſweet Surpriſe, 


The Angels croud, in ſhining Bands, 
To wait on this auſpicious Birth ; 

And loud proclaim their Gop's Commands, 
His Praiſe on High, his Peace on Earth. 


Let us too try our utmoſt Skill, 

And loud, with thanktul Hearts, reply; 

On Earth be Peace, to Men good Will, 
And higheſt Praiſe to Gop on High. 


| The Same. - 
ARK ! The Herald-Angels ſing, 
3 Glory to the new- born King ! 
eace on Earth and Mercy mild, 
God and Sinners reconcil'd. 
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Joyful all ye Nations riſe, | 
Join the Triumphs of the Skies; 
With th' Angelic Hoſt proclaim, 

& Chri/t is born in Bethlehem!” — Luke 2. 10,11, 


CnrrsT, by higheſt Heav'n ador'd, 
CuR1sT the Everlaſting Lok ; 
Late in Time behold Him come, 
Offspring of a Virgin's Womb. 


Veil'd in Fleſh the Gepne ap ſee, 
Hail the INcarxaTE Deity! 
Pleas'd as Man with Men d' appear, 
Jesvs our IMMANUEL here. 


Mild He lays his Glory by, 

Born, that Man no more may die; 
Born to raiſe the Sons of Earth, 
Born to give them ſecond Birth. — J 3. 3. 


Come, Deſire of Nations, come, 
Fix in us — humble Home; 

Riſe, the Woman's conqu'ring Seed, 

Bruiſe in us the Serpent's Head. 


HYMN CV. 86558. 
The Same. 
E up your Heads in joy ful Hope, 
Salute the happy Morn; 
Each Heavenly Pow'r 


Proclaims the glad Hour, 
Lo Jesus the SAVIOUR is born ! 


» 3 
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All Glory he to Gop on high, 
To Him all Praiſe is due; 
The Promiſe is ſeal'd, | | 
The SaviouR's reveal'd, —1/a. 40. 5» 
And pioves that the Record is true, 


Let Joy around like Rivers flow, 
Flow on, and ſtill increaſe ; 
Spread o'er the glad Earth 

At JEsus his Birth, 

For Heaven and Earth are at Peace. 


Now the Good-will of Heaven is ſnewn 
Tow'rds Adam's helplets Race; 
MEssfAH is come | 
To ranſom his own, 


To fave them by infinite Grace, 


Then let us join the Heavens above, 
Where hymning Seraphs fing, 

Join all the glad Pow'rs, 

For their Lord is Owrs, 
Our PROP RET, our PRIEST, and our Kinc. 


HYMN CVI. 7s. 
Cixcuuelsiox. 


EE, my Soul, with Wonder ſee 

The Incarnate DEITY; © 
Human Nature He affumes, 

He to ranſom Sinners comes, 
He was not conceiv'd in Sin, 
He was infinitely clean; — Hb. 9. 14, 
im no ſinful Spot diſguis'd, 
Yet, lo! He was cueuaicis'd, 


Oo & => 224 0 
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He fulfill'd all Righteouſneſs, 

Standing 1n our legal Place, 

From the Cradle to the Croſs, 

All He did He did for us. : 

He did all our Woes retrieve, 

He expir'd that we might live : 

By his Stripes our Wounds are heal'd,* 


By his Blood our Peace is ſeal'd. 


Circumciſe our filthy Hearts, 
Purify our mward Parts . 
Log, deftroy the carnal Mind 
That in Thee we peace may find: 
In thy Righteouſneſs array d, 

Let us triumph and be glad ; 

May we walk on Earth with Thee, 
And in Heav'n thy Glory ſee. 


HYMN CVIL 
The Passton. 78. 


H ! what Wonders Love has done ! 
gut how little underſtood ! 


Gop well knows, and Gon alone, 


What produc'd that Sweat of Blood. 
Who can thy deep Wonders ce, 
Wonderful Gethſemane ?— Matt. 26. 36» 


Many Woes had CRHRIST endur'd, 
Many fore Temptations met, 
Patient, and to Pains inur'd ; 
But the ſoreſt Trial yet, 
Was to be ſuſtain'd in thee, " 
Gloomy, ſad Gethſemane. © Far 


Ia, 53. 5. 
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There my God bore all my Guilt, 
This, thro' Grace, can ho beliey'd 
But the Horrors which Ke felt, 
Are too great to be conceiv'd, 
None can penetrate thro' thee, 


Doleful, dark Gethſemare. 


SAY IOUR, all the Stone remove 
From my flinty frozen Heart ; 
Thaw it with the Beams of "Pre 
Pierce it with a Blood-dipt Dart. 
Wound the Heart, that wounded Thee? ! 
Melt it in Gethſemane. 


HYMN cvin. L. M. 
The Crvciyrxion, 


E that paſs by, behold the MAN! 

The Max of Griets condemn'd for you! 
The LAM3 of God for Sinners ſlain 
Weeping to Calvary purſue.— John 19. 5, 


See how his Back the Scourges tear, 
While to the bloody Pillar bound! 

The Ploughers make long Furrows there, 
Till his whole Body is a Wound.“ 


His ſacred Limbs they ſtreteh, they tear, 
With Nails they faſten to the Wood 

His ſacred Limbs—expos'd and bare, 
Or only cover'd with his Blood ! 


See there! his Temples crown'd with Thorn! 


Hie bleeding Hands extended wide! 
His ſtreaming Feet transfix'd and torn! 


The Fountain guſhing from his Side ! + 
* P/a. 129. 3, f John. 19. 34. 


v 


„ 
Where is the King of Glory now 2* 
The everlaſting Sox of Gop ? 
Th' IMMORTAL hangs his languid Brow, - 
Th' ALMIGHTY yet ſupports the Load ! 


Beneath our Load of Sin, He dies ! * 
We fill'd his Soul with Pangs unknown, 
We caus'd thoſe mortal Groans, and Cries, 

We kill'd the FArHER's only Son. T 


HYMN CIX. bs. 
„ 08. | 
FO faſt my Tears; the cauſe is great; 
. F This TLrihute claims an injur'd Friend”; 
One whom TI long purſu'd with Hate, 
And yet He ld me to the End. 
When Death his Terrors round me ſpread, 
And aim'd his Arrows at my Head, 
 CurisT interpos'd, the Wound He bore, 
And bade the Monſter dare no more, 


Faſt flow my Tears, yet faſter flow, 
Streams copious as yon purple Tide, 
_ *T was J that dealt the deadly Blow, 
[ urg'd the Hand that pierc'd his Side. 
Keen Pangs and agonizing Smart 
Oppreſs his Soul, and rend his Heart; 
Whilſt Juſtice, arm'd with Pow's Divixz, 
Pours on his Head what's due to mine. 
Faſt and yet faſter flow wy Tears, | 
Love breaks the Heart, and drains the Eyes; 
His Viſage marr'd, tow'r s Heav'n He rears, 
And, pleading for his Murd'rer, dies! 


2 Pet, 3. 44. + 1 Cer. 15. 3. 


. 8007 
My Grief nor Meaſure knows nor End, 
Jill He appear the Sinner's Friend; 
And gives ine, in an happy Hour, 
To feel the riſen Saviouk's Pow'r. 


HYMN CX. 88 7. 

be fame. Ifnial 53. 

1 HO hath our Report believed 3 
Shiloh come is not received, 

Not received by his own, | 

Promis'd Branch from Root of eſſe, 

Davids Offspring ſent to bleſs ye, 

Comes too meekly to be known. 


Tell me, O thou favour'd Nation, 
What is thy fond Expectation? 

Soine fair, ſpreading lofty Tree ? 
Let not worldly Pride confound thee, 
*Mong the lowly Plants around thee, 

Mark the Loweft, that is HE, 


Lo! Mtss:An unreſpected! 
Man of Grieß, deſpiſed, rejected 
Wounds his Form disfiguring, 
Marr'd his Viſage more than any 

For He bears the {ins of many, 
All our Sorrows carrying. 
No Deceit his Mouth had ſpoken, 


Blameleſs He no Law had broken, 
Yet was numb'red with the Worſt : 


For, becauſe the Loxp would grieve Him, 


We, who ſaw it, did believe Him, 
For his own Offences curſt. 


Ly] 
But while Him our Thovghts accuſed, 
Ile for us alone was bruiſed, 
Stricken, ſmitten for our Guilt: 
With his Stripes, our Wounds are cured, 


By his Pains, our Peace affured, —Rom. 5. 1. 
Secur'd by the Blood He ſpilt. 


Fear our Portion, Slaves in Spirit, — 
He redeem'd us by his Merit | 
To a glorious Liberty : 
Dearly firſt his Goodneſs bought us, 
Truth and Love then ſweetly taught us, 
Truth and Love have made us free. 


Bleſſed be the Pow'r who gave us, 
Freely gave his SON to fave us, 
Bleſs'd the Son who freely came: 
Honour, Bleſſing, Adoration, 
Ever, from the whole Creation, 
Be to Gon and to the Lams, 


HYMN CXI. Lt, M. 
The Same. 


LL ye that paſs by! to Its vs draw nigh,* 

To you is it nothing that I Esus ſhould 

wr (die ? 
Our Ranſom, and Peace, our Surety He is, 

Come, (ee; if there ever was Sorrow like his! 

For what you have done his Blood did atone ; 

The FATHER hath puniſh'd for you his dear 
| (SON, 


Lan. I, I 3, 


{ 108 ] 


The I.oxD, in the Day of his Anger, did lay* 
Our Sins on the Lams, and He bore them 
away, 


He anſwer'd for all, who come at his Call, 
And low at his Croſs with Aſtoniſhment fall, 


HYMN CXI. 78. 
i The Same. 


EARTS of Stone, relent, relent, + 
Break by JEsv's Croſs ſubdu'd ! 
e 


See his Body mangled, rent, 
Cover'd with a Gore of Blood! 
— Soul, what haſt Thou done? 

Murder'd Gop's Eternal Son! 


Ves, our Sins have done the Deed, 
Drove the Nails that fix Him here; 

_ Crown'd with Thorns his ſacred Head, 

Pierc'd Him with a Soldier's Spear; 

Made his Soul a Sacrifice; 

For us ſinful Worms he dies! 


Shall I let Him die in vain ? | 5 
Still to Death purſue my Gon? 1 — 
Open tear his Wounds again.— Hab. 6. 6. 5 
Trample on his 2 Bloodꝰ ＋TI 
No; with all my Sins I'll part: 74 
Ixsu's Love hath broke my Heart, Pie 
® Ia. 53. 10. 7 Exel 36. 36. OS. 


8 Fſa. 51. 17. 
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The Same. 


10 forth in Spirit, go 
To Calvary's holy Mount ! 
Sce there thy FRIEND, between two Thieves, | 
Suff'ring on thy Account. 


Fall at his Croſs's Foot, | 
And ſay my Gop and Lonp * 20. 28. 
Here let me dwell, aud view thoſe Wounds 
Which Life for me procur'd! 


Fix on that Face Thine Eye; 

Why ſhrinks thy trembling Heart ? 
Thy great, thy many crimſon Sins 
| Shame, Grief, and Fear impart. 


Fear not; for this is He 

Who alw ays loves us firſt:— 1 John 4. 19. 

And with white Robes of Rightcouſnels 
Delights * to dect the — lt. —Iſa. 61. 10. 


Or art thou at a Loſs 


What thou to Him ſhalt ſay ? 
Be but fincere, and all thy Caſe 
Juſt as it is ditplay. 


Thar Heart our Sav1ouR loves 
Which does not ſtrive to weave 
Pretences fair to ſooth itſelf, 


And his tharp Eyes deccive. 
* Mie. 7. 18. 


. 
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HY M N CXIV. S. M. 
5 The Same. 
HEY pierc'd Him to the Heart, 
O let me view the Wound; 


And count the precious, precious Drops 
That ſtain the thirſty | ome | 


o 


Ah! Who cou'd marr Thee thus, 
That never didſt offend ? | 


How cou'd a finful World combine 


Againſt the Sinner's Friend? 


They needed not the Spear 
To ſhed my SAvy1ouR's Blood: 


Love would have burſt his tender Heart, 


Whilft Mercy pour'd the Flood. 


O copious, healing Stream 
- Tho' urg'd by hoftile Hand: 
From, Evil ſprings the MicnTy Goop, 


That cleanſes Fudah's Land. 
HYMN-CXY, L M. 
The Same. 


HEN I ſurvey the wond'rous Croſs 
On which the PRiNnce of Glory dy'd, 
My richeſt Gain I count but Loſs, —Ph11.3.8, 
And pour Contempt on all my Pride. 


Forbid it, Lox D, that I ſhould boaſt ®. 

Save in the Death of CHRIST my Gon: 
All the vain T hings that charm me moſt, 
I ſacrifice them to his Blood, 


® Gal. 6. 44. 


Linn 
See from his Head, his Hands and Feet, 
Sorrow and Love flow mingled down? 


Dic &er ſuch Love and Sorrow meet, 
Or Thorns compoſe fo rich a Crown? 


Were the whole Realm of Nature mine, 
Tat were a Preſent far too ſmall; 
Love fo amazing, ſo divine, - Rom. 12. 1. 


Demands my Youl, wy Life, my All. 


HYMN CXVI. c. M. 
The Same. 
HAT Ob; :&'s this that meets my E 
From 45 Feruſalem's Gate: Er 


Which fills my Mind with ſuch — ; 
As Wonders to create. 


Who can it be that groans heneath 
A pond'rous Croſs of Wood 

Whoſe Soul's verwhelm'd in Pains of Deaths 
And Body's bath'd in Blood ? 


Is this the Man, can this be HE? 
| The Prophets have foretold, | 
1 Should with Tranſgreſſors number d be, 
' And for their Crimes be fold :* 


Yes, now I know "tis He, 'tis He, | 
Ee'n Jesus, Gop's Dear Sow 
Wrapt in Mortality to die 
For Crimes that I had — 


F'2nT 
O! bleſſed Sight, O! lovely Form, 
To finful Souls like me! 
Fil creep befide Him as a Worm 
And fee Him die for me. 


Tu bear his Groans and view his Wounds 
Until with happy John, 
1 on his Breaſt a Place have found 


Sweetly to lean upon.—Fohn 13. 23. 
HYMN CXVIL 8 7. 
The Same. 


SWEET the Moments rich in Bleſſing 
Which before the Croſs | ſpend; 
Life and Health, and Peace 4 
From the Sinner's dying FRIEND. 
Here L'Il fit for ever viewing 
Mercy's Streams in Streams of Blood ; 
Precious Drops my Soul bedewing 
Plead and claim my Peace with Gop. 


Truly bleſſed is this Station 

Low before his Croſs to lie; 
While I ſce divine Compaſſion 

Floating in his languid Eye. 
Here it oy find my Heaven, 

While upon the Lams I gaze; 
Love I much ? I've much forgiven, 


Pm a Miracle of Grace.—Lute 7, 47. 


Love and Grief my Heart dividing, 

With my Tears his Feet I'll bathe : 
Conſtant ſtill in Faith abiding, 
Life deriving from his Death. 
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May I full enjoy this Feeling, 
In all Need to IEsus go; 

Prove his Wounds each Day more healing, 
And Himſelf more deeply know ! 


HYMN CXVII. 8 78. 
' RESURRECTION. 


T T PRISING from the darkſome Tomb 
See the victorious IEsus come ! 


1h ALmIGnTy PrIis'NER quits the Priſon 2: 


And Angels tell, the Lord is ris'n. 
Angels, Angels, Angels, Angels, Angels, tell 


* 
* 


the LoR ; is ris'n. 


Ve guilty Souls that groan and grieve, 
Hear the glad Tidings; hear, and live, 
Gop's righteous Law is ſatisfied: 

And Juſtice now is on your Side. 


Juſtice, Juſtice, &c. 


Your Surety, thus releasd by Gon, 
Pleads the rich Ranſom of his Blood. 
No new Demand, no Bar remains; 


But Mercy now triumphant reigns, 
Mercy, Mercy, &c. 7: 


Believers, hail your Riſing Heap, 
The F:rft-begatten from the Dead. 
Your Refurre&ion's ſure, thro? His, 
To endleſs Life, and boundleſs Bliſs, 
Endleſs, endleſs, &c, 


K 4 
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RP 5 
The Same. 


G the LoRD is ris'n To-day ! 


Sons of Men and Angels ſay ; 


| Raiſe your Joys and Triumphs high, 


Love's Redeeming Work is done, 
Fought the Fight, the Battle won: 
Lo! our Sun's Eclipſe is o'er, 
Lo! He ſets in Blood no more. 


F 
Sing ye Heav'ns, and Earth reply. 1 
1 
0 


Vain the Stone, the Watch, the Seal, 3 
CuRISsr hath burſt the Gates of Hell: 
Death in vain forbids his Riſe, 0 


Cnxlsr hath open'd Paradiſe, 


Lives again our Glorious KinG, 1 1 
Mhere O Death is now thy Sting? 
Once He died our Souls to ſave, = | J 


Il Here thy Victory O Grave 1—1 Cor. 15. 55, 


Hail! the Lorn of Earth and Heav'n, 


| Praiſe to Thee by both be giv'n ; 


Thee we greet triumphant now, 
Hail! the REsuRRECTION—T you !* 
HYMN CXX. Zs. 
The Same. > 
E dies! the Friend of Sinners dies? 
Lo! Salem's Daughters weep around [+ 
A ſolemn Darkneſs veils the Skies! 
A fudden Trembling ſhakes the Ground! 
* John 11, 25. 1 Luke 23. 27, 28. 
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Come Saints and drop a Tear or two, _ 
For Him who groan'd beneath your Load ! 
He ſhed a thouſand Drops for you, ED 
A thouſand Drops of richer Blood ! 


Here's Love and Grief beyond Degree, 
The Lorp of Glory dies for Men; 
But lo! what ſudden fore we ſee | 

Jesus the Dead revives again ! 
The Riſing God forſakes the Tomb ! 

(The Tomb in vain forbids his Riſe !) 
C herubic Legions guard Him Home, 

And thout Him welcome to the Skies ! 


Break off your Tears ye Saints! and tell 
How high our Great Deliv'rer reigns ! 
Sing how He ſpoil'd the Hoſts of Hell, 
And led the Monſter Death in Chains; 
Say Live for ever Wond'rous KING! 
*< Born to redeem ! and ſtrong to fave ! 
Then aſk the Monſter ““ Where's thy Sting? 
And where's thy Victory, boaſting Graue? * 


HYMN CXXI. 53. 


The ASCENSION. 


ESUS our Triumphant Heap, Hallelujah. 
Ris'n victorious from the Dead, | 
Jo the Realms of Glory's gone, 


To aſcend his rightful Throne. 
-nerubs on the Congu'ror gaze, 
Scraphs glow with brighter Blaze, 


Each bright Order of the Sky 
Hail Him, as He paſles by. 


® 3 Cor. 15. 55% 
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Saints the glorious Triumph meet; 
Sec their En'mies at his Feet. 8 1 
Ry his Scars his Toils are view'd, 


And his Garments roll'd in Blood. 


Heav'n it's KING congratulates. ; 
Opens wide her golden Gates. 
Angels Songs of Vict'ry ſing; 
All the blitsful Regions ring. 


Brethren, join the hcavialy Pow'rs: 
Since Redemption all is ours. | 
None but pardon'd Sinners prove 


Th' Height and Depth of Jesv's Love. 


Hail, thou Dear, thou worthy Lok D; 
Holy LamB, Incarnate Word] 

Hail, Thou ſuff' ring Son of Gop ! 
Take the Trophies of thy Blood. 


HYMN CXXIL 75. 


The Same. 


The Pow'rs of Hell are captive le /, 
Dragg'd to the Portals of the Sky. 


There his 2 Chariot waits, 
And Angels chaunt the ſolemn Lay; 

Lift up your Heads, ye Heav'nly Gatrs, 
Ye everlaſting Doors give Way ! 


Looſe all your Bars of maſſy Light, 
And wide unfold th* Etherial Scene; 

He claims theſe Manſions as his Right, 
Receive the KIx G of Glory in! 


UR LozD is riſen from the Dead, 


| Our Jxsus is gone up on high ; 


*- "F 


* 
T | 


__ Give us to lie with humble Hope, 
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ho is the KN of Glory, who? 
The Lord, that all his Foes o'ercame; 
The World, Sin, Death, and Hell o'erthrew, 
And JEsos is the Congu'ror's Name. 


Lo ! his triumphal Chariot waits, 
And Angels chaunt the ſolemn Lay; 
Lift up your Heads, ye Heav'nly Gates, 

Ye everlaſting Doors give Way ! | 
Who is the KING of Glory, who? | 

The Lokp of glorious Pow'r poſleft 
The K1xG of Saints and Angels too, 

Go over all, for ever bleſt! 


HYMN CXXII. s. M. 
The Courok ER. 
YOME, Holy Spigrir, come; — Adi 2. 3. 
Let thy bright Beams ariſe, | 


Dupel the Darkneſs of our Mind; 
And open all our Eyes Luke 4. 18. 


— — 
— 


Chear our deſponding Hearts, 
Thou Heav'nly PARACLETE ; 


 Atour REDEEMER's Feet ! 


Revive our drooping Faith; 

Our Doubts and Fears remove; 

And kindle in our Breaſt the Flames 
Of never-dying Love! 


Convince us more of Sin; 
Then point to Jesvu's Blood: 
And to our wond'ring View reveal 

Ti amazing Love of Gop! 


— — — — — 
— ' 


* — — — 8 — — 
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HYMN CXXIV. L. M. 


PENTE COST. 


Ris rejoice ye fallen Race, 


The Day of Pentecoſt is come !- 452. f. 
,xpeCt the ſure deſcending Grace, 
Open your Hearts to make him Room, 


Our Ixsus is gone up on high, —P/a. 68, 18. 


For us the Bleſſing to receive; 
It now comes ſtreaming from the Sky, 
The SpikrT comes and Sinners live. 


Aſſembled here with one Accord, 
| Before the footſtool of thy Grace, 
We wait the Promiſe of our Lokp. 
Come, HoLy GnosT, and fill this Place; 


Behold to Thee our Souls aſpire, 
And long the bleſt Deſcent to feel! 


Kindle in each thy living Fire, 


And ftamp on every Heart thy Seal. 


HYMN CXXV. C. M. 
For quickening Grace. 

OME, Holy aviziT, Heav'nly Dove, 
With all thy quick*niag Pow'rs ; 
Kindle a Flame of ſacred Love 

In theſe cold Hearts of ours. 


Look how we grovel here below, 
Fond of cheis earthly Toys; 

Our Souls, how heaviſy they go, 
To reach Eternal Joys! 


„I. 


ee; 
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In vain we tune our formal Songs, 
In vain we ſtrive to riſe; 


Hoſannas languiſh on our Tonguesy 


And our Devotion dies. 


Dear Loxp ! and ſhall we always live, 
At this poor dying Rate? 

Our Love ſo faint, ſo cold to Thee, 
And Thine to us ſo great? 


Come Holy SeinIT, Heay' aly Dove, 
With all my quick'ning Pow'rs, 
Come, ſhed abroad a SA iouR's Love ; 5 

And that thall kindle ours. 


HYMN Cxxvi. c. M. 
To the Trainity. 
Be endleſs Praiſe to TI hee ! 


preme, Eſſential One, ador'd 
In Co- eternal THREE. 


Hu Holy, Holy, Holy Loxp! 
0 


To whom (Jaiabs Viſion ſhew'd)-7/.6. 2. 3 


The Seraphs veil their Wings, 


While Thee Jemovan, Lord and Gon, 


Th' Angelic Army ſings. 


To Thee by all the Pow'rs on high 
Were humble Praiſes given, 


When la beheld, with favour'd Eye, a 
Th' Inhabitants of Heaven. 


— —½ — [ — _ 


— —— ——— 
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Hail Holy, Holy, Holy Lord ! 
Be endleſs Praiſe to Thee: 


Supreme, eflential One, ador'd 


In co-eternal THREE. 


HYMN CXXVIL L. M. 
| The Same. 
THLEST be the FarukR and his Love, 


To whole celeſtial Source we owe 


| Rivers of endleſs Joys above, 


And Streams of Comfort here below? 


; Glory to Thee, Great SON of God! 


Forth from thy wounded Body rolls 
A precious Cream of vital Blood, 
Pardon and Life for dying Souls. 


We give the Sacred Srikir praiſe, 
Who, in our Hearts of Sin and Woe, 


Makes living Springs of Grace ariſe, 


And into boundleſs Glory flow. 


Thus Gop the FATHER, Gop the Sox, 


And Gop the Sp1RIT, we adore, 
That Sea of Life aud Love unknown, 
Without a Bottom or a Shore. 


H Y M N .CXXVIIL 75. 
The Same. 
ATHER, Sox and Hol Gnos r, 


One in THREE, and THREE in OxE! 


As by the Celeſtial Hoſt, 
Läet thy Will en Earth be done 
Praiſe by all to Thee be giv'n, 


Glorious LorD of Earth and Heay'n ! 
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If fo poor a Worm as I 
May to thy great Glory live; 
All mine Actions ſanctify, 
All my Thoughts and Words receive! 
Claim me for thy Service claim 
All J have, and all I am! 


Take my Soul and Body's Pow'rs, 
Take my Mem'ry, Mind and Will; 

All my 82 and all mine Hours, 
All I know, and all 1 feel; 

All I think, and ſpeak, and do, 5 

Take mine Heart but make it new! 


HYMN CXXIS. 68. 
The Same. 


FE give immortal Praiſe, 
To Gop me FATHER'S Love; 
For all our Comforts here, 
And better Hopes above, 
He fent his own 
Eternal Sox, 
Jo die for Sins 
That Man had done. 


To Gop the Son belongs 
Immortal Glory too, 
Who bought us with his Blood, 
From ev verlaſting Woe. 
And now He lives, 
And now He reigns, 
And ſees the Fruit 
Of all his Pains, 


Coin}: 
To Gon the Se1niT's Name, 
Immortal Worſhip give; 


Whoſe new creating Pow'r 


Makes the dead Sinner live. 
Gr His Work compleats 
The great Deſign, 
And fills the Soul 
With Joy divine. 


Almighty God, to Thee 
Be endleſs Honours done: 
The undivided THREE, 
And the myſterious ONE! 
Where Reaſon fails, 
With all her Pow'rs, 
There Faith prevails 
And Love adorcs. 


HYMN CXXX. L. M, 


Aſſurance of Faitn. 


Debtor to Mercy alone, 
A Of Covenant-Mercy I fing ; 


ior fear with thy Righteouſneſs on 
My Perſon and Off ring to bring. 
The Terrors of Law and of God—C2l. 2. 14. 
With me can have nothing to do; 
My >av1ouR's Obedience and Blood 
Hide all my Tranſgreſſions from View. 


The Work which his Goodneſs began, 
The Arm of his Strength will complete; 


His Promiſe is Yea and Amen, 


And never was forfeited yet, | 
T hiogs future, nor Things that are now, 
Not all Things below nor above 


Wy 
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Can make Him his Purpoſe forego, 
Or ſever my Soul from his Love.- Rom. 8. 39. 


My Name from the Palms of his Hands, 
Eternity will not eraſe;—1/a. 49, 16. 
Impreſt on his Heart it remains 
In Marks of indeiible Grace. 
Yes, I to the End ſhall endure 
As ſure as the Earneſt is giv'n; 
More happy, but not more ſecure 


Theglority'd Spirits in Heav'n.— John 14. 3. 
HT MN CXXXI. 6 
Offices of Cuxlsr. 
A RRAV' in mortal Fleſh, 
Lo ! the Great ANGEL flands !“ 


He holds the Promiſes 5 
And Pardons in his Hands. 


Commifſſion'd from his FATHER's Throne, 


To make his Grace to Mortals known. 


Be Thou our Counſellor, 
Our Pattern and our Guide; 
And thro? this deſart Land 
Still keep us near thy Stde! 
O let our Feet ne'er run aftray, — 1 Sam. 2. gs 
Nor rove, nor feek the crooked Way. 


We'd hear our Shepherd's Voice, 
Whole watchful Eye doth keep 
Poor wand'ring Souls amon 
The Thoufands of his Sheep: 
He feeds his Flock He calls their Names, 
His Boſom bears the tender Lambs,-1/a. 40. 112 


r 


_ 
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To this dear Surety's Hands, — Hieb. 7. 22. 
My Soul commend thy Cauſe, 
He anſwers and fulfils 
His FAruER“'s broken Laws: 
Believing Souls now free are ſet ; 


For Cur1sT hath paid their dreadful Debt.“ 


Their Advocate appears, 


For their Defence on high, 
The FATHER bows his Ears, 
And lays his Thunder by; 

Not all that Hell or Sin can ſay, 
Can turn his Heart, his Love away: 


Then let our Souls ariſe, 
And tread the Tempter down; 
Our Captain leads us torth— Feb. 2. 19. 
To Conqueſt and a Crown: 
March on, nor fear to win the Day, 


Though Death and Hell obſtruct the Way. 


HT NM N CXXIIL 7. 
| The Sinner's Hope. 
OME ye humble Sinner- Train, 
Souls for whom the Lame was lain; 
Chearful let us raiſe our Voice, 
We have Reaſon to rejoice, 
Let us ſing with Saints in Heav'n, 
Life reſtor'd and Sins forgiv'n, 
Glory and Eternal Laud 
Be to our Incarnate Cop. 


Now look up with Faith, and ſee 


Him that bled for you and me, 


| Seatcd on his Glorious Throne 


Interceeding for his own, 
* Rom. 10. 4. 
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What can Chriſtians have to fear 
2. When they view their SAVIOUR there? 
Hell is vanquiſh'd, Heav'n appeas'd, 
God is reconciPd and pleas'd. 


Snares and Dangers may beſet 

L Poor we are but Trav'lers yet. 

: As the Way indeed is hard 
Let us keep a conſtant Guard; 
Neither lifted up with Air, | 
Nor dejected to Deſpair. | 1 
Always keeping CHRIST in view Heb. 12. 25 
He will bring us ſafely through. 


HYMN Ccxxx!II. 58. 
The Caoss. 


s my Privilege below, 
FT Not to live without /e Croſs 5 
„ But the SAviour's Pow'r to know, 
Sanctifying every Loſs. 
Troubles will and muſt befal, 
But with humble Faith to ſee 
Love inſcrib'd upon them all, 
; This is Happijels to me! 


Soy in 1/rael ſows the Seeds 

Of Atfliction, Pain and Toll ; 

Theſe ſpring up and choak the Weeds 
Which wou'd elſe o'erſpread the Soil; 

Trials make the Promiſe ſweet; | 
Trials give new Life to Pray'r; 

Trials lay me at his Feet, 
Lay me low and keep me there. 


[ 126 ] 
HYMN CXXXI1.* 
_ CnnisT the Foundation. 


EHOLUD the ſure Foundation Stone, 
Which God in Zion lays, 
To build our heavenly Hopes upon, 
And his eternal Praiſe. 


Choſen of God, to Sinners dear, | 

And Saints adore the Name; FER 
They truſt their whole Salvation here, 
Nor ſhall they ſuffer Shame. 


What tho” the Gates of Hell withſtood, 
Yet muſt this Building riſe : 

*Tis thine own Work, Almighty Gop, 

And wond'rous in our Eyes. 


HYM N CXXXIV., C. M. 


| Provibence. 
FN OD moves in a myſterious Way 
His Wonders to perform; 


He plants his Footſteps in the Sea, 
And rides upon the Storm. | 


In deep unfathomable Mines 
Of never-failing Skill | 

He Treafures up his bright Defigns, 
And Works his Sovb'reign Will. 


Ve fearful Saints, freſh Courage take, 


The Clouds you ſo much dread 
Are big with Mercy, and will break 
With Bleflings on your Head, 


. 
ſulge not the Lox p by feeble Senſe, 
But truſt Him tor his Grace: 
Behind a frowning Providence 
He hides a ſmiling Face. 


His Purpoſes will ripen faſt, 
Unfolding ev'ry Hour; . 

The Bud may have a bitter Taſte, 
But ſweet will be the Flow'r. 


HYMN CXXXV, L. M. 
INVITATION. | 

INNERS obey the Goſpel-Word, 
Haſte to the Supper of the Lord ; 


Be wiſe to know this glorious Day, 
All Things are ready, come away. 


Ready the FATHER is to own, —Lute1s5. 20, 
And kiſs his late returning Sox ; g 
Rcady the Loving SAv1ouR ſtands, 


And ipreads for you his bleeding Hands. 


Ready the SPIRIT of his Love. 

The ſtony Heart to melt and move; 
I' apply and witneſs with the Blood, 
And waſh and ſeal you Sons of Gon. 


Ready for you the Angels wait. —Luke 15. 10, 
To triumph in your Bleſt Eftate : 

Tuning their — they long to praiſe 

The Wonders of Redeeming Grace. 


Come then, Je Sinners to the Lorp, 
_ To Happineſs in CHRIST reſtor'd: 


The Bleffings of his Love embrace, 
The Plenitude of Goſpel Grace, 
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.HYM MN CXXXVI. 68. 
The JuniLes. Lev. 25. 


IDLOW ye the Trumpet, blow 
The gladly-folemn Sound, 
Let all the Nations know _ 
Jo Earth's remoteſt Bound, 
The Year of Jubilee is come; 
Return ye ranſom'd Sinners home! 


Extol the LAME of Gop, 

| The Great atoning Laws ! 

Redemption 1n his Blood, 
Throughout the World proclaim ; 

The Year of Jubilee is come; 

Return ye ranſom'd Sinners home! 


Ye who have fold for Nought 

_ Your Heritage above; 

Shall have it back unbought 
The Gift of Ixsv's Love. 

The Lear of Jubilee is come; 
Return ye ranſom'd Sinners home 


Ye Slaves of Sin and Hell,—2 Tim. 2. 26. 
Your Liberty receive; 
And ſafe in Je$vus dwell 
And bleſt in IEsus live. 
The Year of Jubilee is come; 
Return ye ranſom'd Sinners home ! 


The Goſpel-Trumpet hear: 
The News of Heav'nly Grace, 
Ye happy Souls draw near, 
Behold your SAviouR's Face, 
The Year of Jubilee is come; 
Return to your eternal Home, 


e 
HYMN CXXXVIL L. M. 
The Gos EL BANNER. 
SNAPTAIN of thine enliſted Hoſt, 
Diſplay thy glorious Banner high ; * 


The Summons ſend from Coaſt to Coaſt, 
And call a num'rous Army nigh. 


A ſolemn Jubilee proclaim, —Lev.25. 10; 
Proclaim the great Sabbatic Day ; 

Ailert the Glories of thy Name, | 
Spoil Satan of his wiſh'd-for Prey! 


Bid, bid thy Heralds publiſh loud 
Ihe peaceful Bleflings of thy Reign: 
And when they ſpeak of ſprinkling Blood, 
The Myſt'ry to the Heart explain. 


Lord ſhed thy Light, make plain the Way, 

That leads to Sion's lofty Tow'r: 
Pierc'd by thy Beams let Night be Day: 
So ſhall we ſee and praiſe thy Pow'r, 


HYMN CXXXVIIL s. M. 


NAV Saviour, Thou didft ſhed 
Thy precious Blood for me ; 
O dwell within my worthleſs Heart, 
And let me live to Thee, 


Thou calleſt me, O Lord, 
To come to Thee and live; 

I therefore come with all my Sins, 
I know thou canſt forgive. 


Va. 13. 2. 
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= Loa p and Saviour dear! 
long to ſee thy Face; 
To know Thee more and more by Faith, 
And daily grow in Grace. 


And when this Life is o'er, 
O may I dwell with Thee, 

Still worſhipping the bleſſed LAM, 
Who liv'd and dy'd for me. 


HYMN CXXXIX. 8. 2 
Before Str RM. 
THANKS to Gop for ev'ry Servant, 


 NMeſlenger of Jzsu's Grace! ; 
O how beautiful the Feet of Rom. 10. 15. 

Him that brings good News of Peace. 
Lok p be with him, Lok be with him, &c. 
Son of Gop, thy People's Joy! 


 SAv10UR, bleſs his Meſſage to us. Jud. 3.20s 
Give us Hearts to Hear the Sound 

Of Redemption, dearly purchas'd 
By thy Death and. precious Wounds, 

O reveal it! O reveal it! &c. 

To our poor and helpleſs Souls! 


Give Reward of Grace and Glory 
To thy faithful Labourer Dear, 
Let the 4 of our Hearts be 
Offer'd up in Faith and Pray'r. . 
Bleſs, O bleſs him ! bleſs, O bleſs him, &c, 
Now, henceforth, for eyermore. 
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HTN N CXL. LM. 
The Same. 


O! ev'ry one that thirſts di aw nigh, ** 
| ("Tis Gor invites the fallen Race,) 
Nlercy and free Salvation buy, _ 

Buy Wine, and Milk, and Goſpel Grace. 


Come, to the liring Waters, come, 
Sinners obey your MAK ER's Voice; 

Return, ye weary Wand'rers, home, 

And in Redeeming Love rejoice, 


See, from the Rock a Fountain riſe! + 
For you in healing Sreams it rolls: 
Money ye need not bring, nor Price, 
Ye lab'ring burthen'd, fin-fick Souls, 
Nothing ye in Exchange ſhall give; 
Leave all you have, and are, behind 
Frankly the Gift of Gop receive, 
Pardon and Peace in Jesvs find. 


-H.Y MN. XII. L. M. 
Seeking CHRIST's Preſence. 
ELOVED Saviour, faithful Friend, 
The Joy of all thy Croſs's Train; 
In Mercy to our Aid deſcend, 
Or elſe we worſhip Thee in vain ! 8 


In vain we meet to ſing and pray, 
If CurisT his Influence withold : 
Dur Hearts remain as cold as Clay, 
Till we our Gop by Faith behold. 
a. 55. 1. f 1 Cor, 10. 4. J Mat. 18. 20 


: 
| 
| 
' 


Then let us feel thy healing Beams, 
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And view thy reconciled Face; 
Yea, prove thy Preſence in theſe Means 
To blets a vile and helpleſs Race. 


Here manifeſt Thyſelf in Peace; 

Thy faithful Mercies now make known : 
Oh ! breathe on us a Gale of Grace; 

And ſend the chearing Bleſhng down ! 


We gladly for thy Coming wait, 
Seeking to know Thee as Thou art; 
We bow as Sinners at thy Feer, 
And bid Thee welcome to our Heart. 


HYMN CXLIL S. M. 
The Sinner's Prayer. 


EAR Lond, attend our Pray'r, 
And all our Wants relieve ; 


Come to our Hearts, and dwell Thou there, 


That Thou in us may'ſt hvel—£p, 3. 17, 


In Weakneſs we draw nigh 

Unto the Throne of Grace; 
Anſwer a Sinner's mournfui Cry, 

And till us with thy Peace, 


Thou read'ſt the naked Breaſt ; 
For Liberty we groan 3 
We ſigh in Ie, our Lo, to reſt, 
And wortnip I hee alone, 
If Trials vex our Mind, 
Cloſe to thy Wounds we'll flec: 
No Refuge may we elſewhere find, 
But. what we find in Thee, 


Help to ſing our Jesv's Merits, 
7 _ 
Help to chaunt IMMANUEL's Praiſe : 


O what Grace haſt Thou vouchſafed ! 
When, to die for vileſt Rebels, —P/. 68. 18. 


S:  Þ 
To Thee we come, our FRIEND, 
As Sinners poor indeed; _ 
On Thee for future Grace depend, 
Our Help in ev'ry Need. 
HYMN CXLIII. 874 
= InviTATION- 


OME, ye Sinners, poor and wretched. 
A Bring your humble, grateful Lays 3, 


Friend of Sinners 
Thee we laud for richeſt Grace. 


O what Mercy haſt Thou ſhown 


Thou didſt leave thy bliſsful Throne! 
Bleeding SA vIOUR! 
Melt, O melt our Hearts of Stone, 


Come, ye Sinners, come to JEsvs, 
Think upon your Gracious LoRD 73 
He has pity'd your Condition, 
_ He has tent his Goſpel- Word: 
Mercy. calls you, 
Mercy flows from IEsb's Blood, 


Deareſt Saviour, help thy Servant 
Jo proclaim thy wondrous Love 
Pour thy Grace upon this People, 
That thy Truth they may approve ; 
Bleſs, O bleſs them, 
From thy thiaing Courts above. 


M 
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Now thy gracious Word invites them 
To partake the Goſpel-Feaſt; 
Let the Spixir ſweetly draw them, 
Ev'ry Soul be IEsu's Gueſt ; 
O receive us, 


Let us find thy promis'd Reſt. 


HYMN CXLIV. 6 8. 
Crr1sT the eternal KING. 
R Porter Lond is K1nG!- Phil. 4. 4. 


Your Lorp and KING adore, 
ortals give Thanks and ſing, 
And triumph evermore! 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 
| Rejoice, again, I ſay, rej aice. 


JEsvs the SAv 10uR reigns, 
The Gon of Truth and Love, 
When He had purg'd our Stains, 
He took his Seat above: 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 
Rejoice, again, I ſay, rejoice. 


His 1 cannot fail, 
He rules o'er Earth and Heav'n, 
The Keys of Death and Hell 
Are to our JIEsus giv'n : 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 
Rejoice, again, I ſay, rejoice, 


He all his Foes ſhall quell, 
Shall Satan's Works deſtroy, 
And every Boſom ſwell 
Wich pure Seraphic Joy; 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 


Key ace, again, 1 fay, r £j9ices 


=: 
1 
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Rejoice, in Glorious Hope, 
Jesus the Judge ſhall come; 
To take his Servants up 
To their Eternal Home: 
We ſoon ſhall hear th ArchangePs Voice, 
The Trump of Gop ſhall ſound rejoice. 


HYMN CXLV. C. M. | 
The Laws is worthv. | 


OME, let us join our chearful Songs, 
With Angels round the Throne; 
Tan thouſand thouſand are their Tongues, 
But all their Joys are one. 


Worthy the LAM that dy'd, they crys 

Too be exalted thus! 

Worthy the Lams, our Hearts reply, 
For He was {lain for us! 


Jesvs is worthy to receive 
Honour and Pow'r divine : 

And Blefhings more than we can give, 
Be, Loa , for ever thine ! 


The whole Creation join in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred Name, 
Of Him that fits upon the Throne, 


And to adore the LaMB. 
HYMN -CXLVI. #86 
Delight in PunLic WoksnIr. 


| 
| ORD, how delightful 'tis to ſee, | 

A whole Aſſembly worſhip Thee | | 
Within thy Temple Gate ! I 
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To ſee the Holy Tribes appear, 


And with the pious Race draw near 


Upon the Load to wait. 


Bleſt are the Souls who find a Place 

Among the Saints the Sons of Grace 
Praiſe their glad Fongues employ : 

Their Gop doth feed the hungry Poor 


With Bread, and makes their Cup run o'er, 


And fills their Heart with Joy. 


Among them, Lo, I love t appear 

And humbly bow, with filial Fear, 
With great, vet ſacred Joy: 

For in thy Houle, one Day has been, 

kciter than Thouſands ſpent in Sin, 
'Tis ſuch divine Employ. 


Tis ſweet tho? I unworthy be 

To meet among thy Saints and Thee, 
O let me tho” with Shame, 

Preſume to mingle my Complaints 

Wich the Diſtreſſes of thy Saints, 
Thou Dear Long-ſuff* ring LAMB. 


Now fill the hungry Souls with Food, 


Now ſatisfy their Mouths with Good; 
And grant a Crumb to me. 

For this I'd fay, if loſt J were, 

J lov'd the Place and People where 
Thy Dwelling us'd to be. 


But hear me, LoD! and bleſs me too, 


And grant with them that I n:ay go; 
Give me the meaneſt Place: 


And here Pll wait and Worſhip ſtill, 


Below them all on Sion's Hill 
I'll bow before thy Face. 


. 
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HYMN CXLVIL LM. 
For a Bleſſing in PusL1c Worsnie: 
 MPHHANES to thy Name, O Lokp, that we 


One glorious Sabbath more be hold; 
Dear Shepherd let us meet with Thee 
Among thy Sheep in this thy Fold. 


Now, LoRD, among thy Tribes appear, 
And let thy Preſence fill the Throng ; 

Thy gracious Word let Sinners hear 
And bid the feeble Heart be ſtrong. 


Gather the Lambs into Thine Arms, 
And fatisfy their ev'ry Want, 

And thoſe with Young defend from Harms, 
And gently lead them leaſt they faint. 


Dear tender-hearted Shepherd ſtay 

Thy wand'ring Sheep and bring them back, 

Oh! bring the Wand'ring Home to Day, 
And ſave them for thy Mercy's Sake. 


Let ev'ry Soul before Thee here 

Thro' Thee the Door now enter in, 
Find Paſture with our Sav ioun Dear, 
Sav'd from the Guilt and Pow'r of Sin. 


HYMN CXLVIIL 678. 

| EVENING. 

WILL lay me down to ſleep, —-P/a. 3. 5. 
I And ſafely ks — Reſt: fe 3.8 


e commend to JEsv's Grace, 
And as upon his Breaſt; 


* 3. 
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So, if TESVs pleaſe, I'll ſleep, 
While He vouchſafes to be my Guard: 
O, u, Shepherd ! love and keep, 
And be my great Reward ! 


HYMN CXLIX. 6 4. 
To the TxiniTy. 


6 Thou Almighty KING,“ 
Help us thy Name to ſing, 
Help us to praiſe! 
Father, all glorious, 
O'er all victorious, 
Come, and reign over us, 
ANTIENT of Days! 
E our Lokb, ariſe, 
xcatter our Enemies, 
And make them fall! 
Let thine Almighty Aid 3 
Our ſure Defence be made,—P/. 18, 2. 
Our Souls on Thee be ftay'd, 
LoRD, hear our Call! 


Come, Holy ComrorTER,—PFobn 14. 16, 
Thy ſacred Witneſs bear John 16. 14. 
In this glad Hourf 
Thou, who Almighty art, 
Now rule in ev'ry Heart, 
And ne'er from us depart, 
SPIRIT of Pow'r! 


To the GREAT ONE in THREE 
Eternal Praiſes be 
Hence evermore | 


Kev. 19. 6. 
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His Sov'REIGN Malxsrv 
May we in Glory ſee, 
And to Eternity 
Love and adore |! 


Short Hymns to precede the Sr Mon. 
HYMN CL. c. M. 
ELO VED SAVIOUR, Prince of Life, 
To us thy oe ve ;—Luke 11, 13. 


Te long to hear that chearing Voice 


Which bids poor Sinners live. 


O Thou, who loveſt Babes to teach, 
Reveal to us thy Will ; 

And whilft we wait on Thee by Faith,“ 
Thy Work in us fulfil. 


HT NN LI. 78. 
NOURCE of Light and Pow'r divine, 
Deign __ — Truth to ſhine. 
Lorp, behold thy Servant ſtands; 
Lo! to Thee he Tifts his Hands : 
Satisfy his Soul's Deſire ; 
Touch his Lip with holy F ire.—Iſa. 6. 7. 


HYMN CLI. 

\OME, Thou IN AAN ATE Worn, + - 

Gird on thy mighty Sword, —Pſa. 45˙3˙ 

Our Pray'rs attend! 
Come! and thy People bleſs, 
And give thy Word Succeſs, 
SPIRIT of Holineſs 

On us deſcend ! 


Gal. 5. 5. 1 N 1. 14. 
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HYMN CLIL 


ESU, we pray, be with us To-da 
7 Thy Bleſfing beſtow, (dow ' 


And make all our Hearts with pure Joy over- 


A right ſimple Heart to each one impart ; 
And a liſt'ning Ear ;—Prov. 20. 12, 
Which may thy Hill ſmall Voics attentively hear! 


We earneſtly crave a Bleſſing to have, 
That wem ey rejoice, 


And bleſs Thee and praiſe Thee with Heart 


(and with Voice ! 


HYMN CLIV. 
LESSED Loxp be Thou our Teacher, * 
Helper, Counſellor, and Guide; 


Speak the Promiſe through the Preacher, 


And the hearing Ear provide. 


Vain is Learning, Parts, or Merit, 
Vain the native Pow'rs of Man, 
Jzsvs ! ſend thy HoLy SpIRIr, 
And enforce the Goſpel-Plan. 


HYMN CL. 
HOU who for Sinners once waſt ſlain, 
Once dead, but now alive again ; 


Give us to know, to tafte, to prove, 
The Pow'r and Sweetneſs of thy Love. 


Give us to feel our Sins forgiv'n, 


And know that we are Heirs of Heav'n; 
Sprinkle each Conſcience with thy Blood, 
And fill us with the Love of God, 


Jen 14. 16. 
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And bid cach awful Hearer keep 


REAT Gop, I hy ſovereign Aid impart, 


I hy Grace be to our Spirits giv'n, 
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HY M N CLVI 
OME, guilty Souls, and flee away, 
Like Doves to JEsU's Wounds, 
This is the welcome Gotpel-Day, 
| Wheretn free Grace abounds, 
God lov'd the World, and gave his Son 
Io drink the Cup of Wrath: 
And IEsus ſays he'll caſt out none 
That come to him by Faith, 


HYMN CIV. 
OUCH with a living Coal the Lip 
That thall proclaim thy Word, 


Attention to the Loxp, 
H Y M N CLVIIL 


To give thy Word Succeſs ; 
Write thy Salvation on our Hearts, 
And make us learn thy Grace, 
chew our forgetful Feet the Way 
That leads to Joys on High ; 
Where Knowledge grows without Decay, 
And Love ſhall never die, 


HY MN-CLIE - 
ATHER of Earth and Heav'n, 
Thy waiting People Feed: 


That true, immortal Bread! 

O ful our Mouths with Praiſe, 

And give us now to prove 

The Sweetneſs of thy pard'r.ing Grace, 
The Manna of thy Love. 


: 
l 
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HYMN CLX. 
ION, ariſe, thy Garments ſhake, 


Of thy Dear SAviour's Worth partake; 


Oh! call his Bleffings down! 


Thy Wants are great— but JIE;us dy'd, 


He loves to fee them well ſupply'd, 
He makes thy Caſe his own, 


Strangers in Heart we lately were, —Eph. 2. 12, 

Till our RRDEEMER brought us near 

By his attrafting Pow'r5 

Break out all ye in Songs aloud, 

Who feel Redemption through his Blood, 
And our Hicn PRiEsT adore. | 


O Jesvs, Lord, we humbly pray, 

Be gracious to our Souls To-Day, 

Th ſaving Health impart ! 

The Dew of Heav'n on us diſtil, 

With Love each empty Veſſel fill, 
And chear the drooping Heart! 


HYMN CLXI. c. M. 


SALVATION, 8 
ALVATION! O the joyful Sound ! 
What Pleaſure to our Ears ! 
A ſovereign Balm for ev'ry Wound,* 
A Cordial for our Fears. 
Glory, Honour, Praiſe and Power, 
Be unto the Lamb for ever; 
Jesus Cunisr is our REDEEMER ; 
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 
Praiſe the Lord. 


® 1 Jeb 1. 7. 
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| Balvation ſhall inſpire our Hearts, 
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Salvation! let the Echo fly 


The ſpacious Earth around; 
While all the Armies of the Sky 
Conſpire to raiſe the Sound! 
Glory, Honour, Praiſe and Power, &c. 


Salvation ! O Thou bleeding Lams, | | | 
To Thee the Praiſe belongs; 


And dwell upon our Tongues. 
Glory, Honour, Praiſe and Power, &c. 


| 
= H TM N (IL. C. M. | 
PusLtic Wore. | 


ING to the Lon Db, IEHOVAH's Name, 
And in his Strength rejoice; 


| When his Salvation is our 1 heme, 


Exalted be our Voice. 


With Thanks approach his awful Sight, 


And Pſalms of Honour fiog ; i 
The LoRD's a Gos of boundleſs Might, 
The whole Creation's KinG, 


Come, and with humble Souls adore, 
Come kneel before his Face; 

O may the Creatures of his Pow'r, 
Be Children of his Grace. 


H Y MN CLXIII. 8 12. 
INVITATION. | 
OME, ye Sinners, poor and wretched, 
Gow's free mn + elorify ! 


True Belief, and true Repentance, 
Ev'ry Grace that brings us nigh, 
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Without Money, without Money, without 
(Money,* 
Come to JEsus CHRIS, and buy. 
Let not Conſcience make you linger ; 
Nor of Fitnets fondly dream, 
All the Fitneſs He requireth 
Is, to feel your Want of Him; 
This He gives you, this He gives you, this He 
Tis the Sp1RIT's riſing Beam. (gives you, 
Come, ye weary, heavy laden, — at. 11. 28, 
Loft and ruin'd by the fall ; 
If you tarry till you're better, 
ou will never come at all. 
Not the Righteous, not the Righteous, not the 
Sinners IEs us came to call, (Riglitcous; 
View Him grov'ling in the Garden; 
Lo! your MAKER proftrate lies, 
On the bloody Tree behold Him : 
Hear Him ery, before He dies; 
& Tt is finiſh'd;; it is fini ſh'd; it is finiſh'd.” 
Sinner, will not this ſuffice ? — Jahn 19. 30. 
Lo! th' incarnate Gop aſcended, 
Pleads the Merits of his Blood. —£&pb. 4. 8. 
Venture on Him, venture wholly ; 
Let no other Truft intrude. 


None but Jesvs, none but JEsus, none but 


Can do helpleſs Sinners good. (IEsus. 
Saints and Angels joi'd in Concert, . 
Sing the Praiſes of the LAB; 
While the bliſsful Seats of Heaven 
Sweetly Echo with his Name. 
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 
Sinners here may ſing the ſame. 


La. 55. Is 


An 


Th 
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H YM N CLXIV. S. M. 
Thankſgiving for the Goſpel. 


JESU, our Loxn, 
Thy Ls ms be ador'd, 10 
For all the rich Bleffings conve d thro 
Wack 
Fn Spirit we trace 
Thy Wonders of Grace, 
And chearfully jotn in a Concert of Praiſe, 


The Trumpet of Go 
Is ſounding abroad 
The Language of * Salvation through 
Ka . 4 (Blood, 
1rice happy are the 
Who heb aha obe 7 | 
And ſhare in the Bleffings of this Goſpel-Day. 


The People who know 
The Sav1ouR below, 
With burning Affection to worſhip Him glows 


The People are bleft 
Who-lean on his Breaſt, 
And have a rich Foretaſte of * promis'd Reſt, 


This Bleffing'i is mine 
Through Favour divine: 
But, O my REUDEENMIR, the Glory be Thine! 


The Work i is of Grace ; ; 
Thine, Thine be the Praiſe ! 
And mine to adore T _ and tellof thy Ways. 
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HYMN CLXV. C. M. 
Carr's Hand the Believer's ſafety, 
John 10. 28, 29. 
IRM as the Earth thy Goſpe! ſtands, 
9 My Loxp, my Hope, my Truſt: 


Jam found in Jesv's ::ands, 
My Soul can ne'er be loft. 


His Honour is engag'd to fave 

The meaneſt of his Sheep; 
All that his Heav'nly FaTHER gave 
His Hands ſecurely keep. 


Nor Death nor Hell ſhall &er remove, 
His Fav'rites from his Breaſt ; 
In the dear Boſom of his Love 

They muft for ever reſt. 


HYMN CLXVI. S. M. 
Cax15T unſeen, yet beloved, 1 Pet. 1. 8. 


AT OT with our mortal Eyes 
N Have we beheld the Lokp, 
Yet we rejoice to hear his Name, 
And love Him in his Word, 


On Earth we want the Sight 

Of our REpeewER's Face, 
Vet. i,0RD, our inmoſt Thoughts delight, 
To dwell upon thy Grace. 


And when we taſte thy Love, 
Our Joys divinely grow 

Unfjeakable, like thoſe above, 
And Heay'n begins below. 
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H Y M N .CLXVII. c. M. 
The Covenant. 


UR Gop, how firm his Promiſe ftands ! 
 Ev'n when he hides his Face; 
He truſts in our REDEEMER's Hands 
His Glory, and his Grace! 


Then, why, my Soul, theſe ſad Complaints, 


Since CHRIST and tho. art one? 
Thy Go is faithful to his Saints, 
Is faithful to his Soc. 


Beneath his Smiles my Heart has liv'd, 
And part of Heav'n poſſeſt; 
I praiſe his Name for Grace teceiv'd, 


And ruſt Him for the reſt. 


HYMN cLXVII. 886, 
L Lamenting a hard Heart. 


THAT ails this wretched Heart of Stone 
OI will not let me make my Moan. 
For Sin, nor love my God |! 
Come, LorD, this ſtupid Frame deſtroy, 
And fill my Soul with Heav'nly Joy, 
And waih me in thy Blood. 


Now, LoRo, the dreadful Veil remove, 
And ſhine with thy forgiving Love 
Into my darkſome Breaſt : 
Now looſe my ſtamm'ring Tongue to fing 
Thy Heav'nly Love, my Gop, my Kix 
And taſte thy People's Reſt. 1 
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HYMN CLXIX. C. M. 


Paſſing thro* Tribulation. 


1 ev'ry Trouble ſharp and ſtrong, 
True Faith to IEsus flies, 

Its Anchor-hold is firm in Him, 
When ſwelling Billows riſe. 


His Comforts bear our Spirits up 
We'd truſt a faithful Goo, 
The ſure Foundation of our Hope, 


Is in a Sav10uR's Blood. 
Loud Hallelujahs ſing my Soul E 
| To thy Redeemer's Name; 
In Joy, in Sorrow, Life and Deatb, Ot 
His Love is ſtill the ſame. 
HYMN CLXX. C. M. * iy, 
Catholic Love. Is 


LEST be the dear uniting Grace 

* That will not let us part; 
Forms may differ, ſo aur Place, | o 

We ſtill are join d in 


If 
Join'd in one Spirit to our HA 
Where He appoints we ga; 
And ſtill in IEsu's Footſteps tiead, 'B 


And do his Work below. 


O let us ever walk ia Him, 
And Nothing know befide ! 


N pw 3g. nor Ou 
| _ ESUS crucify .. Cor. 2. 2. 


[149] 
Cloſer and cloſer let us cleave 
To his belov'd Embrace: 
Out of his Fulneſs ftill receive, 
And plenteous Grace for Grace,* 


HYMN CLXXI. s. M. 
Whoſe Mercies ate fo great: 


Pfalm 103. 
M. Soul repeat his Praiſe, 
hoſe Anger is ſo ſlow to riſe, 
So ready to abate. 


Hig h as the Heav'ns are raiſed” 

| 33 the Ground we tread: 
So far the Riches of his Grace; 
Our higheſt Thoughts exceed. 


The Pity of the Lon, 
To thoſe that fear his Name, 
Is ſuch as tender Parents feel ;. 


He knows our feeble F ame. 


Our Days are as the Graſs, — 
Or like the Morning Flow” FJ ” 


If one ſharp Blaſt ſweep Oer the Fi ield 
It withers in an Hour. | 


But thy Compaffions, E 


To endleſs Years endure; 


And Children's Children ever find—Ex, 08. 
Thy Word of Promiſe ſure. 


„Jabs 1. 16. 
N. 3 
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HYMN CLXXIL 1agik. 
Pſ. 93. Thankfgiving: 


1 
And a abrgad his wondesful Name ;* 
The Name all victorious of 75 extol; 

His Kingdom is glorious, and rules over all. 
op ruleth on high, Almighty ta fave ; 
And ſtill He is nigh, his — we have : 
The great ongregation his Friump ſhall 
Aſcribing Salvation to I Esus aur KG. 


Salvation to Gop, who fits on the Throne 3 


Let all cry aloud, and honour ee | 
105 PP the 


Our IEsus's Praiſes ws Ange 
F all down on their F ea, and 


EAMB, 
Then let us EIN and 1 im his bs 1 
All Glory and 4 vc om — 

All Honour and N 
And Thanks HH 


HYM 


. po 
a 


In Singleneſs of- * 


e met, O Jesv, in th Nunc, 
And in thy Name we ps : 


O moy the Tra = 


T. ere 


r our 


Direct, and be our 
To Zion's Holy Ha. © 


* 1a. 9. 


E Servants of Gop, your MasrzR pro- 
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O, what a joyful Meeting there, 
Beyond theſe changing | Bhades * : 

White are the Robes we all ſhall wear, 
And Crawns adorn our Heads. 


Haſte, Logp, and bring us 2 wy the Da 
When we hall dwell * , 


Come, O REDEEMER, —— away ; 


0k Jesus, quiekly come. 


H Y M.N CLAXIV. S. M. 
+ Cnn157's Commiſſion. | 


AISE your triumphant Song 
To an immortal Fune; 


Let the wide Karth reſnund the Decds 


_ Celeſtial Grace has done. 


Sing how eternal Love 
hief BELoveD chaſe, 


And bid Him praiſe our wretched Race 


From their Abyſs of Woes. 


His Hand na Thunder hears, 
No Terrqx cloaths: his Brow 5; 


No Bolts to drive aur — Souls 


To fiercer Flames below. 


r 
And Wrath 

When CRISsT Ae 2 ol down 
To 1 doom | 


Let h Ent | 


Bow tote Bo jeg of his Lene, 
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the Call 
Abr lay 22 Claim 
To the Salvation He hath brought, 
And love and praiſe his Name ! 


HY M N CLXXV. 8 M. 
ENS. 


INNERS attend, attend, as 
And hear the Goſpel . a | 
Regard your Viſitation Day, 
bow before the Lok D. 


He calls unto the Sons of Men, 

His boundlefs Grace to prove, = 1 
That they in ſeekin may — 

Repentance, Faith, and Love. 


His Arms are open to receive 
1 W hoever to * 3 

ardon and preſent Peace to gi 
And Love that never xy "ey 


Js8vs, our PROPHET, Pa1gsr, and 3 

Thou Friend of Sinners, come: 
Deſcend, Kind ComrorTER, und bring 
The * — down. 


HYMN CLAXVI. CM. 


[13] 
Free Grace alopecan wipe the dn 


From our lamentng E; 
Can raiſe our Souls from guiley Fears 


To Joy ahat.never dies. 


Frie- Grace can Death at out bare 
And take fs Sung away 2 $ 
Can Souls unto the utmoit ſave, 


And them w Hear'n:convey,. 
 Free-Groe alone 

_ His Building 

With Showigh bri 


ng or . of 
Crying, Grace, race 


May I be found a — 
I, Salem' Streets — 

And help to — before 
mum 


Our SAV TOD 
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4 What ik wy Name ſhould be out 


Th 
To fall my unbelieving Fear, - 1 Ti 
n | 
Among thy Saiats may I be found 
When er c 4 7 Trump ſhall ſound . 
Thine Advent from above: 


'F Then loudeſt of the Croud II! ſing, 


iT E Spirits of the Juſt, 3 
3 e IF 
Till 


_ " Perfurn'd the Chambers of the Grave: 


Why fear we then to truſt 


. "IT" CO "TEIN" ER i wer 4 3 „ 
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# 


5 1 the diereit Thought? 
When lie for them ſhall call! 


Del 
| i re * 
n this my gracious 
— Voice, Lins ! 4 et me hea 


Till Heav'n's reſounding Manſions 
2 Riches of thy Love. me 


HYMN CLXXIX. 8. M. 
| Funeral Hymn. 


th can 


And then ** 's done. 


Jzsvs, who came to ſave, 
The Lamz for Sinners ſlain, 


the Corpſe to Duſt, 


And male each our Gain. 


The Place where - 2M 
5 
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6 Forbear, my Friends, to-weep 3. 
& Since Dearh has lo irs Sg: | 
„ Thoſe Chriſtians, that in. jus ſleep, 
* Our Gon will with Him bring.“ 
HYMN CLXXX. C. I. 


XII HY do we mourn departing Friends, 


Or ſhake at Neath's Alarms? 
»Tis but the Voice that Jzsus ſends 
To call them to his Arms, 


Are we not tending upward too, 
As fat as Time can move? 
Why thould we wifh the Hours more ſlow 
That kecp us from our Love? 


Why ſhould we tremble to convey 
eir Bodies to the Tomb 3 
Where the dean Fleſh of Jezvs lay, 

And left a ſweet Perfume ! 


The Grave of ail his Saints He bleſt, 
And ſoften d every Bed; 

Where ſhould the dying Members reſt, 
But with their dying HEAD ? | 


Thence He aroſe; aſcending high, 

And ſhew'd our Feet the Way; 

Up to the Lorp our Flefhs ſhall ily. 
At the great riſing Day, | 


Then let us, who in CHRIST believe, 

With Saints and Angels join; | 
Glory, and Praiſe, and Bleffing. give, 

And Thanks to Grace divine; 


h ied 


r 5 
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HYMN CLXXXI. 8. 
Ihe heavenly Purſuit. 

\TRANGERS and Sojourners below, 
We travel through this Wilderneſs ; 
— the promis'd Reft to know 
In CHRIST the Fountain of true Bliſs ; 
We feek a Place beyond the Skies, 
An everlaſtiag Paradile. 
In this Purſuit we ſtand in need 
Of daily freſh Supplies of Grace; = 
Our Souls with Manna CHRIST muſt feed, 
While we his leading Footſteps trace: 


So ſhall each Pilgrim gladly move- Heb. 11. 13, 


Onward unto his Home above. 


No earthly Bliſs is worth our Stay, 
Or Struggle for another Breath ; 
Theſe Comforts vaniſh and decay, 

And yield no ſolid Joy in Death; 
While others vain Delights purſue, 


We taſte God's Love for ever new.—Raom. 3. 5» 


His Croſs inflicts the deadly Blow, 
And crucifies each rebel Sin; 

Peace, Love, and Joy, hence richly flow, - 
And caule ſweet Melody within: 
Dependent on the Gop of Pow'r, 

We glory in a ſuff ring Hour, 


The new Feruſalem appears, 8 
Her Edad — ſhine, Rev. 7. 9. 
For Gop hath wip'd away their Tears, 
And fill'd them with the Life divine: 
With them we ſhall his Glory ſce, | 
And praiſe Him ed eas 


W 1 
HY MN CLXXXIL. c. 


SouB MISSION. 


M. 


AK ED as from the Earth we came 


And crept to Life at fuſt, 
We to the Earth return again, 
And mingle with our Dutt. 


The dear Delights we here enjoy 
And fondly call our own, 

Are but ſhort Favers borrow'd now, 
To be repaid anon. 


Tis Gop that lifes our Comforts high 
Or finks them to the Grave, 

He gives, and (bleſſed be his Name 9 
He takes but what He gave. 


Peace all our angry Paſſions then, 
Let each rebellious Sigh 

Be filent at his Sv'reign Will, 
And ev'ry Murmur die. 


If ſmiling Mercy crown our Lives, 
Its Praiſes ſhall be ſpread, 

And we'll adore — too 
That ſtrikes our Comforts dead. 


HYMN CIXXXII. & N 


Patient ſpotleſs Lams, 

My Heart in Patience keep, 
To bear the Croſs ſo eaſy made, 
By wounding Thee fo deep. 


— 


* 


* 
py 


I; 
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Bring me, my SHEPHERD, Where 
Thy choiceſt Flocks abide. 
From waad'ring fave my fooliſh Heart, 
And keep it near thy vide, 


My FRIEND Thou haſt enough 
Ni Miſery to relieve 

Ti, Sing and Guilt oppreſs me ſore, 
T'ne Bal:n is Thine to give. 


Do Thou, O Lory, unite + 
y Heart molt firm to Thee, 

In ry Place, in ev'ry Hour 
ly CHRIST 15 ALL to me. 


HY MN CLXXXIV. 886, 
Salvation finiſhed. 


7 [5 finiſn'd,“ the RE DEEMER ſaid, 
And meckly bow'd his dying Head 3 
W hilit we this Sentence ſcan, 
Come Sinners, and mark well the Word; 
There view the Conqueſts of our Lokp, 
Complete for helpleſs Man. 


© 


Finild the Righteouſneſs of Grace, 
Finiſb'd the Pain that brought our Pcace ; 
The Sinner's Debt is paid: ey ON | 
Acguling Law, cancell'd by B od. . 
An! Wrath of an offended Gop | 
la tweet Oblivion laid, —7Jer. 31. 34. 


Who nw ſhall urge a ſecond Claim? 
The Law no longer can condemn, . 


Faith a Releaſe can ſhew ;—Rem. 8. 34: 
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Juſtice itſelf a Friend appears, 
Tie Priſon-Houſe a Whiſper bears, 
 L:5Je him, and let him go. — John 11. 44, 


O Uabelief, injurious Bar! 
Source of tormenting fruitleſs Fear, 

Why doſt thou yet reply ? 

Where'er thy loud Objections fall, 

77 fini/'d, ſtill may anſwer all, 
And ſilence ev'ry Cry. 


HTM N CLXXXYV.- C. I. 
Patience of Gord, 
ND are we Wretches yet alive! 
And do we yet rebel? 
Ts boundlets, 'tis amazing Love, 
That bears us up from Hell. 


The Burden of our weighty Guilt 
Would fink us down to Flames, 

And threat'ning Vengeance rolls above, 
To cruſh our feeble Frames. 


Almighty Goodneſs cries, forbear, 

And ſtraight the Thunder ſtays: 

And dare we now provoke his Wrath, 
And weary out his Grace? 


Loxp, we have long abus'd thy Love, 
Too long indalg'd our Sin; 

Oh that our Hearts may bleed to ſee 
What Rebels we have been! 


No more, our Luſts, may ye command, 
Do more may we obey : ; | 
Stretch out, O Gop, thy conqu'ring Hand, 
And drive theſe Foes away. 


Ol 


ho bed 
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HYMN CLXXXVI. 6.8. 
New VAR. | 
HE Loxp of Earth and Sky, 
” [ The Gop of Ages Praiſe, 
Who reigns enthron'd on high, 
ANCIENT of endleſ Days; 
Who lengthens out our Trial here, 
Aud ſpares us yet another Year. 


Barren and wither'd Trees, 
We cumber'd long the Ground, 
No Fruit of Holineſs | | 
On our dead Souls was found; 
Vet doth He us in Mercy ipare, 
Another, and another Year. 


When Juſtice bar'd the Sword 
To cut the Fig-Tree down, 
The Pity of our LoRD, | 
Cry'd, let it ſtill alone. 
The Far HER mild inclines his Ear, 
And ipares us yet another Year. | 


Jesus, thy Speaking Blood 
From Gop obtain'd the Grace,. 
Who therefore hath beſtow'd 
On us a longer Space: 
Thou didſt in our Behalf appear, 
And lo, we ſee another Year / 
Then dig about our Root, 
Break up our fallow Ground, Jer. 4. 3. 
And let ſome gracious Fruit 8 : 
To thy great Praiſe abound : 
O let us all thy Praiſe declare, 
And Fruit unto thy ory bear ! 
EM 3 
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11 * MN cLXXXVII. c. M. 


Mercy s Feaſt, 


E wretched, hungry ſtarving Poor, 
Behold a Royal Feat? 
Where Mercy ſpreads her bounteous Store 
For ev'ry welcome Gueſt. 


See, Jesvs ſtands with open Arms ; ; 


He calls, he bids you come : 


_ Guilt holds you back, and Fear alarms ; 


But ſee, there yet is ' Room —Luke 14. 22. 


Room in the Savtovn's bleeding Heart, 
Where Love and Pity meet; 

He'll never bid the Soul depart, 
That trembles at his Feet. 


In Him the Far HER, reconcil'd, 


Invites the Souls to come ; 


The Rebel ſhall be call'd a Child, 


And kindly welcom'd Home. 


O come, and with his Children taſta 
The Bleſſings of his Love 

While Hope attends the ſweet repaſt 
Of nobler Joys above. 


There, with united Heart and Voice, 
Before th* Eternal Throne, 


Ten thouſand, thouſand Souls rejoice, 
In Extaſies unknown. 


Ten thouſand Times, ten thouked more 
Are welcome ſtill to come; 

Ye longing Souls the Grace adore 3 
Approadh, + there yet is Room. 


e 1 
1, HYMN CLXXXVIII. c. M. 
The Fountain opened. 


HERE is a Fountain fill'd with Blood, 
Drawn from IMMANUEL's Veins; 
2 And Sinners plung'd beneath that Flood, 
Loſe all their guilty Stains. 


The dying Thief rejoic'd to ſee 
That Fountain in his Day, 
And there have J, as vile as he, 
> Waſh'd all my Sins away. 


Dear dying Lams, thy precious Blood, 
Shall never loſe its Pow'r, 

Till all the xanſom'd Church of Gop, 
Be ſav'd to fin no more. 


_ Fer ſince by Faith I ſaw the Stream, 
Thy flowing Wounds ſupply, 
Redeeming Love has been my Theme, 

And ſhalt be *till I dic. = 


Then in a nobler ſweeter Song, 

Pll fing thy Pow'r to fave, 
When this poor liſping ſtammering Tongue 
Ariſes from the Grave. | 


Lord I believe Thou haſt prepar'd 
(Unworthy tho? I be) 
For me a gracious free Reward, 


A golden Harp for me—Rev. 5. 8. 


a Tis ſtrung and tun'd for endleſs Years, 
OY And form'd by Pow'r divine, 
To {ound in Gor the FATrHERIB Ears 
No other Name but Thine. 
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HYMN CLXXXIX. 104th. 


All hail Holy Jzsvs ! 


R Shepherd alone, * 
The Lord let us bleſs, 
Who reigns on the Throne 
The Prince of our Peace; 
Who cvermore ſaves us 
By thedding his Blood; 
All hail, holy Jes _ 
Our Log and our Gon! 
We caily will ſing, 
T y Merits, thy Praiſe, 
Thou merciful Spring 
Of Pity and Grace: 
Thy Kindneſs for ever 
_ To Men we will tell: 
And ſay, our dear SAvIouR - 
 Redeems us from Hell. 


Preſerve us in Love, 
While here we abide ; 
Nor ever remove, . 
Nor cover, nor hide 
Thy glorious Salvation, 
*T ill joyful we fee 
The beautiful Viſion 
Compleated in Thee. 


- f/. 23. 7 Ex. 34» 23, 24. | 


. 


[ 165 ] 


HYMN CXC. L. M. 
The Joyful Day. 


ONG did I ſeek with troubled Mind, 
A thouſand Ways, the LoRD to find: 


| At length I came to Calvary, WY 


And found Hun bleeding there for me, 


O precious Blood! O Blood divine! 
Which, by Gov's Gift, is freely mine! 
By Faith receiv'd, O joyful Day! 


| took my Guilt and Fears away. 


HYMN CXC.. 8 5. 
The Efficacy of CRHRTST's Blood. 


OTHING, but thy Blood, O JEsus, 


Can rclieve us from our Smart; 


_ Nothing elle from Guilt releaſe us: 


Nothing elſe can melt the Heart. 


Law and Terrors do but harden, —Rom. 4. 15. 


All the while they work alone ; 
But a deep-felt Senſe of Pardon 
Soon ditlolves a Heart of Stone. 


Jesus, all our Conſolations | 
Flow from THEE the Soy'REIGN Gioob. 


Love, aad Faith, and Hope, and Patience, 
Peace and Pardou thro' thy Blood, 


From thy Fulneſs we receive them; 
We have Nothing of our own : 
Freely Thou delight'ſt to give them 

To the Needy, who have none. 


ö 

| 

| 

| 
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| 
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| 

| 
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Teach us, by thy patient Se1RIT, 
How to mourn, and not deſpair, 

May we, leaning on thy Merit, 
Wreſtle hard with God in Pray'r. 


Whatſoe'er Afflictions ſeize us, | 
* ſhall profit, if not pleaſe: Nam. 3. 28. 
But de fend, defend us, IEsus, 
From a careleſs, carnal Ea ſe. 
785 


HYMN CXCI.. - 
The Chratian 'Friumph, 
Os of God, triumphant riſe, 
Shout t., accomplifh'd Sacrifge; 
Shou vour Sins in CuRtsT forgis'n, 


Sons of Gop, and Heirs of Hearn, 


Saints that now to CHRIST belong, 
Liſt'ning Angels join the Song; 
Sing withbus, ye Heavenly Pow'rs, 
Pardon, Grace and Glory ours! 


Love's myſterious Work is done; 
Greet we now th' atoning Sox, 

Heal'd and quicken'd by his Blood, 
Join'd to CHRIST and one with Gon. ® 


CurisT, of all our Hopes the Seal, 
Peace Divine in CHRIST we feel, 
Pardon to our Souls applied, 

Dead for you, for me He died. 


| 

 CuRIsT by Faith we taſte below, 

x Mightier Joys ordain'd to know 
When his utmoit Grace we prove, 
And rife to Heav'n in perfect Love. 
® Rom, 8. 17. 


1 


38 


En 
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HYMN CXCIII, 8 8 6. 
Loxp's Dar. 
| ELCOME bleſt Day of ſweet Repoſe, 
Whereon the Sox of God aroſe, 
8. And chac'd away our Fear; — Mart 10. 6. 
The Day that Gop hath {et apart, 


To gladen every troubled Heart: 
And dry up every Tear.—Rev, 1. 10. 


Welcome hleft Day of ſolemn Joy, 
And Pleaſure that can never cloy, 
Eternal Life begun : 
Let all in Earth and Heav'n record, 
The Glories of their riten LRD; 
The Wonders He hath done! 


This is the Day the Lox p hath made, 
Rejoice and be exceeding glad,“ 
Ye dear peculiar Race ; 
Exalt Him with a Heart ſincere, 
His boundleſs Power aud Sway revere, 
And triumph 1a his Grace. 


Your every Action, Word and Thought, 

Your Life, your All, to Him devote, 
Who bought you with his Blood; 

Let Him your great Exemplar be, 

And loudly ſhout, tis He ! 'tis He. 
Redeem'd us unto Gop ! —Rzy. 5. 9. 
1 5 Hallelujah. 


fa. 118. 24. 
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HT MN _ CXCIV. & 7. 
 Immanvuer's Praiſe. 


Hu Thou once deſpiſed JEsvus ! ® 


Hail Thou Galilean K inc, 
V ho didſt ſuffer to releaſe us, 
Who didſt free Salvation bring: 
Hail Thou precious precious Sa viovx, 
Who haſt borne our Sin and Same; 
By whoſe Merit we find Favour, 
Life is given thro? thy Name 


All our Sins were on Thee laid: 
By Almighty Love anointed, 

Thou haſt full Atonement made. 
Ev'ry Sin may be forgiven, 

Through the V irtue of thy Blood! 


Peace is made *twixt Man and Gop, 


Jesvs hail ! enthron'd in Glory, 
There for ever to abide, 

All the heav'nly Hoſts adore Thee, 
Seated at thy FATHER's Side: 
There for Sinners Thou art pleading, 
“ Spare them yet another Lear; 

Thou for Saints art interceding, 


Till in Glory they appear, 


Worſhip, Honour, Pow'r and Bleffing 
CHRIST is worthy to receive, 
Loudeſt Praiſes, without ceaſing, 
Meet it is for us to give ; 


Lia. 53. 3. 


Paſchal Laws, by Gop appointed, — 1 Cor. 5.7. 


Open'd is the Gate of Heaven, — Mic. 2. 1 3. 


He 


13. 


Help, ye bright Angelic Spirits, 


Take, O take me as I am, 
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Bring your {weeteſt, nobleſt Lays 
Help to fing our JEsv's Merits, 
Help to chaunt IMMANUEL's Praiſe ! 


HYMN CXCV. 6 78. 
The Friend of Sinners. 


FAN OD of my Salvation hear, 
And help me to believe; 
Sunply do I now draw near, 
I hy Bleffing to receive: 4 
Full of Guilt alas! I am; | 
But to thy Wounds for Refuge flee 3 | 
Friend of Sinners, ſpotleſs LAMB, 
Thy Blood was ſhed for me ! 


Nothing have I, Lord, to pay, 
Nor can thy Grace procure ; 
Empty ſend me not away, 

For I, Thou know'ft, am poor ; 
Duſt and Aſhes is my Name, | 
My all is Sin and Miſery ; 
"riend of Sinners, ſpotleſs LAMB, 

Thy Blood was ſhed for me. 


Without Money, without Price, * 
come thy Love to buy; | 
From myfelf I turn my Eyes 

The chief of Sinners I, 


And let me loſe myſelf in Thee: 
Friend of Sinners, fpatleſs LAM, 
Thy Bleed was ſhed for me. 


P 


)) . 
HY MN. Gl Le. MM. 
To the TaIN ITT. 
98 of Heaven ! be ever ador'd: 


To ranſom and bleſs us; thy Goodneſs we praiſe 
For ſending in IEsus, Salvation by Grace, 


O Sox of his Love! who deiggedfſt to die, 
Our Curſe to remove, our Pertons to buy; 
Accept our ThankC;iving, Almighty to ſave, 
Who openeſt Heaven to all that believe. 


Thy Working we prove; thy Grace we adore; 

Whoſe, inward revealing applies our Logv's 
(Blood 

Atteſling and ſealing us Children of Gb.. 


HY M N CXCVIH. L. M. 
Love immenſe, unſearchable. 
COME, T hou waunded LAMR of Gon! 


Give us to know thy. Love, then Pain 
Is ſweet, and Life or Death is Gain. 8 


Take our poor Hearts, and let them be 
For ever clos'd to all but Thee: 

Seal Thou our Breaſts and let us wear 
That Pledge of Love far ever there! 


How can it be, Thou Heav'nly King, 
That thou ſhouldft Man to Glory bring! 
Make Slaves the Partners of thy Throne, 
Deck'd with a gcver-fading Crown! 

* Eph. 1. 13. + Rev. 1. 5. bil. 1. 21. 
1 £29. 43. 50. | 


Thy Mercy we find in ſending our Lorn ' 


O Sp1rIT of Love, of Health, and of Pou'r! 


Come waſh us in thy clcanfing Blood ;+. 


Thou wouldft partake of human Fleſh 


&. 8 oh 


O Lond, enlarge out ſcanty Thought, 
To know the Wonders Thou haft wrought: 
 Unlooſe our ftamm'ring Tongues to tell“ 


Thy Love immenſe, unſearchable! 


Firſt-born of many Brethren, Thou, | 
ro Thee both Earth and Heav'n muft bows 


Help us to Thee eur - All to give, ä 
Thine may we die, Thine may we live! 


HYMN CXCVUL. c. M. 
Conſtraining Love. 2 Cor. 5. 14. 
| 'Y Blefſed Saviour, is thy Love 
M So great, fo full, to free? 
a let me give my Love, my Heart, 
My Life, my Alb to Thee! 


I love Thee for that glorious Worth 


in thy Great Self [ ſee: EO 
I love hee for that ſhameful Cro 
Thou haft endut'd for ine. 


No Man of greater Love ean boaſt— Nom. 5. 8. 
Than for his FRIEND to die; 

But for thy Foes, Lok p, Thou waſt flain; 

What Love with Thine can vie? 


Tho' in the very Form of Go, Col. 2. 9. 


With Heavenly Glory crown'd, 
Beſet with Troubles round. + 2 
Like Thee in Faith, in Merkneſs, Love, 
In ev'ry beauteous Grace; | | 
From Gioryinto Glory chang'd, —2 Cor, 3. 18. 
May we behold thy Face ! 5 | 
0 Va. 32. 4» t Rom, 8. 29. 
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HYMN CXCIX. 93. 
| My ſterious Love. 
O ! how glorious is that Myſtery, 
Into which the Angels look and pry! 
Who can tell the Heighta and Depth, 
Know the utmoſt Length and Breadth, 
Of that Love which forc'd the LA MR to die) 


We are Learners in the School of Grace; 

Tafting Mercy, and intreating Peace ; 
Though *tis little that we know 

Of the SAvi1our here below, 

Vet we ſoon ſhall ſee Him Face to Face. 


Oh! what Raptures then fhall fill each Tongue, 
When our Hearts with Gladneſs join in one, 
Io fing Glory to the Name 

Of the worthy flaughter'd Lans ! 
And his Grace with Thankfulnefs to own? 


Then the Sav1iouR ſhall Himſelf diſplay, 
And his Perſon ſhall ſuch Pow'r convey, 


Thar our poor Souls muſt leave their Droſs, 


Purg'd by Virtue of his Croſs, 
Aud ipring forth into Eternal Day. 


HYMN CC. 8s. 
To Gop incarnate, 
ESUS, we claim Thee for our own: 
Our Kinſman, near ally'd in Blood: 
Fleſh of our Fleth, Bone of our Bone, 
The Sox of Man, the Sox of Gop :* 
Low we lie before thy Feet, 
Our Sentence from thy Mouth to meet, 


b. 5+ 30. 


ie? 


? 
* 


oſs, 


T0 
Partaker of our Fleſh below, _ 
To Thee, O Jesus, we apply; 


Thou wilt thy poor Relations know, 


Thou never can'ſt Thyſelf deny,“ 
Exclude us from thy guardian Care, 


Or flight a ſinful Beggar's Pray'r! 


Thee, SA Ion, in our greateſt Need, 


We truſt our greatcſt FRIEND to prove 
Now o' er thy meaneſt Servant ſpread, 

The Skirt of thy Redeeming Love, + 
Under thy Wings protecting take, 
And fave us for thy Mercies'“ Sake. 


Haſt Thou not undertook our Cauſe, 


 Loro over all, to Worms ally'd ? 


Anſwer us from thy bleeding Crofs, 


Demand thy dearly-ranſom'd Bride; & 
And let our Souls betroth'd to Thee, 


Thine, wholly Thine for ever be! 


HYMN cel. L. M. 
The Robe of Righteouſneſs. 
ESU, thy Blood and Righteouſneſs } 
My Beauty are,. my glorious Dreſs ;. 
Midſt flaming Worlds, in theſe array d, 
With Joy ſhall J lift up my Head. 
When from the Duft of Earth I riſe, 
To claim my Manſion in the Skies; 


Ev'n then ſhall this be all my Plea, 
* Jesvs hath liv'd, hatłr dy'd for me.” 


| He: 2.20. f Ja. 61. 10. 
I 
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Bold ſhall I ſtand in that great Day, 
For who ovght to my Charge ſhall lay?! 
Fully thro* Thee abſolv'd I am, 
From Sin and Fear, from Guilt and Shame, 


Thus Abraham the Friend of Gop, 
Thus all the Armies bought with Blood, 
SAVIQUR of Sinners Thce proclaim, 
Sinners, of whom the Chief I am. 


This ſeamleſs Robe the ſame appears, 
When ruin'd Nature finks in Years, 
No Age can change its glorious Hue, 


. *Tis ever ſpotleſs, ever new. 


Nothing, whereof to boaſt we have 


All, All, thy Mercy freely gave 
Our _—_ this, our glorious Dreſs, 
Jesus the 


OR our Righteouſneſs ! 
HYMN CCI. L. M. 
| Selt- reſignation. 


TV Soul before thee proftrate lies, 
To thee her Source, my Sp it flies; 


O let thy chearing Countnance ſhin: 


On this poor mournful Heart of mine :* 


ge? vouchſafe my Heart and Well 


With thy meek Lowlineſs to fill; 
Break Nature's Bonds, and let me ſee + 
That whom Thou free'ſt indeed is free. 
My Heart in Thee, and in thy Ways 
2 yet trom thy Preſence ſtrays: 


My Mind would deeper fink in Thee, 
My Foot ſtand firm, from wand'ring free, 


1 Rom, 8. 33. * Pſa. 4. 6, + Jomns8. 36% 
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All my own Schemes and Self-Deſign 


Ito thy better Will reſign; 

Impreſs this deeply on my Breaſt, 

That I'm in Thee already bleſt —Fobn I7. 21; 
So ev'n in Storms 1 Thee ſhall find 

My ſure _ ort, my Guardian kind; 


And l from A 85 to Age ſhall prove 


That Gop in CHRIST is perfect Love.“ 
HT MN Cin. c. .. 
ATHER, I ftretch mine Hands to Thee, 
No other Help I know : 


a withdraw Thy ſelf from me, 
Ah! whither ſhall Igo? 


What did thine only Son: endure, 
Before I drew my Breath ! 

W hat Pain, what Labour, to ſecure 
My Soul from eadleſs Death ! 


* ! could I this believe, 

now ſhould feel thy pow'r ; 

Now my poor Soul Thou wouldſt retrieve, | 
Nor let me wait one Hour. | 

AUTHOR of Faith / to thee I lift—ZHeb. 12. 2. | 
My weary longing Eyes; | l 

O let me now receive that Gift / | 
My Soul without it dies, | | 


Short Hymns after SER Mon, 
H TMN CCIV. L. NX. 


Our faithful Unchangeable Friend + 
ſe Love is as great as his Pow'r, 
And neither knows Meaſure nor End. 


® Jobn, 4. 16. + Heb. 13. 8. 


8 To. God is the Gop we adore, + 
0 


e 
'Tis Jesvs, the Firft, and the Ea, 


Well praiſe Him for all that is paſt, 
And truſt Hun for all that's to come. 


H Y M N ©CCV. L. M. 
ROM all that dwell below the Skies, * 
Let the CREA TOR's Praiſe ariſe ! 
Loet the REDEEMER's Name be ſung, 
Thro? ev'ry Land, by ev'ry Tongue. 
Eternal are thy Mercies, Lokp, 
Eternal Truth attends thy Word: 


Till Suns ſhall riſe and ſet no more! 


HYMN CCVI. St. M. 
F Tesus is yours „„ 
Lou have a true Friend, 
His Goodneſs endures 
wy ſame to the End. 
our Tempers may vary, 
Your — 8 
You cannot miſcarry, 
__ Your Aid is Divine. 
HY MN CCVIL C. N. 
HE Gop of Mercy be ador'd, 
| Who calls our Souls from Death ; 
Who ſaves by his redeeming Word, 
And new-creating Breath. 
To praiſe the FATHER and the Son, 
And Sp1RtIT, all divine, | 
The Ons in FRREN, and THREE in Ons, 
Let Saints and Angels join, 
2 0. 6. 


Whoſe SP1R1T ſhall gui-e us ſafe Home; 


Thy Praiſe ſhall found from Shore to Shore, 


R 
E 
1 
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HYMN CCVII. 
EJOICE, ye Heav'ns, and Earth reply, 
R With Praiſe, ye Sinners, fill the Sky, 


All Grace CHRIST 's Death procures 
Your Woes for Bleſſings are Exchang'd, 


Fulneſs of Love in CuhRISTH regain'd, 


Eternal Life is yours. 


HYMN Cclix. S. M. 
NCE more before we part, 
We'll bleſs the Sav1our's Name. 
Record his Mercies ey'ry Heart; 
Sing, ev'ry Tongue, the ſame. 


Lay up his ſacred Word, 


To feed thereon, and grow, 


Do on to ſcek and know the LoR D, 


And Practiſe what you know. 


HYMN CCX. 886.- 
HE Lorp hath ſworn, and cannot lye, 
With Corn and Wine He will ſupply. 
Nis Choſen in their Need; . 
The Paſchal Lams is their Repaſt, 
A Stranger therefore cannot taſte, 
Nor on the Manna fecd. 


Renew'd in Strength, we never tire, 

But till his boundlefs Love admire, 
And his Example trace : . 

The Goſpel-Lamb thall light us on, 

Until our Warfare here be done, 
And finiſh'd by his Grace. 
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HYMN CCXI. 4 
TVISMIss us with thy Bleſfing, Logs, 
Help us to feed upon thy Word; 
at Thou haft ſeen amifs forgive: 
May CursT the Truth within us live! 
Tho' we are guilty, Thou art good, 
Waſh all our Works in Jesv's Blood; 
Give ev'ry fetter'd Soul releate, 
And bids us all depart in Peace, 


HYMN CCXIL s. M. 


OS ANNA to the Sow 
H Of David and of Gon! 
ho brought the News of Pardon down, 
And ſealed it with his Blood. 
To CHRIST, th' anointed King, 
Be endlefs Bleffings giv'n ; 
Let the whole Earth his Glory fing, 
Who made our Peace with Heav'n. 
Then let onr Songs abound, | 
And ev'ry Fear be'dry; 
We're marching thro” TMManverL's Ground, 
To fairer Worlds on high. 


HYMN CCOXM. c. M. 

GREAT REneemesr of Mankind, 
We praiſe thy holy Name; 

Thy tender care while Life ſhal! laſt, 

We'll to the World proclaim. 

To Heav'n we raiſe a longing Thought, 

And want thy Face to ſee; - 

To quit this Tenement of Clay, 

And dwell, Dear Log, with Thee. 
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O FATHER, Sox, and Hogy Ghost, 
Be Praiſe amidſt the Heav'nly Hoſt, 
And in the Church below; | 
From whom all Creatures draw their Birth, 
By whom Redemption bleſt the Earth, 
From whom all Comforts: flow. 


ATHER, Sox, and HorLy GrosT, 
1 One Gop, whom we adore; 
Join we with the Heav'aly Hoſt 
To praiſe Thee evermore : 


Live, by Heav'n and Earth ador'd, 
Tune in Ons, and OnEin Trae; 
Holy, Holy, Holy Loma, 
All Glory be to Thee, 


8. 


id, O Gor who reigns enthron'd on high, 
To his dear Son, who deign'd to die, 
Our Guilt and Miſery to remove, 

To the bleſt SpIiR'r who Life imparts, 

Who rules in all beffewns Hearts, 


Le endleſs Glory, Praife and Love. 


O FATHER, Sox, and HoLY GHrosr, 
One Gap whom we adore ; 

Be Glory as it was, is nom 
And ſhall be evermore. 
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78. 

ING we to our Gop above 

| Praiſe Eternal as his Love: 
Praiſe Him all ye Heav'nly Hoſt, 

F ATHER, Sox, and HoLy Gnosr. 


6 . 


O Gop the FArRHER's Throne, 
Perpetual Honours raiſe ; 
Glory to Go the Son, 
To Gop the SeizrzT Praiſe, 
With all our Powers, Eternal Kinc, 
Thy Name we ſing, while Faith adores. 


78. 
ATHER, Sox, and Hol GnosrT, 


ONE in TREE, and THREE in ONE, 


As by the Cceleftial Hoſt, 

Let thy Will on Earth be done : 
Praiſe by all to Thee be giv'n, 
Glorious LoRD of Earth and Heav'n ! 


104th. 


IVE Glory toGop, ye Children of Men, 
And publiſh abroad again and again 


The Sox s Glorious Merit, 

The FATRHER's Fres- Grace, 5 
The Gift of the SpIRIT 

To Adam's loſt Race. 


L. M. 


P G0 b, from whom all Bleflings flow, 
I 


Praiſe Him all Creatures here below; 
aiſe Him above, ye Heav'nly Hoſt, 


Praiſe FATHER, Sox, and HoLY GuosT, | 


H 


| 
E 
1 
B 
8 
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2 
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Hen, 
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"BD 255 2 2. 


FOR THE 


LORD's SUPPER. 


H Y M N CCXIV. L. M. 
HE Croſs ! the Croſs ! Othat's my Gain, * 
Becauſe on that the LamsB was ſlain ; 


_ 'Twas there my LorD was cruciked ; 


'T was there my SAVIOUR for me died, 


What wondrous Cauſe could move thy Heart, 
To take on Thee my Curſe and Smart; 
Well knowing that my Soul would be 

So cold, ſo negligent of Thee? | 

The Cauſe was Love, I ſink with Shame, 
Before my ſacred Jtsu's Name | 
That Thou ſhouldſt bleed and ſlaughter'd be; 
Becauſe - bec auſe Thou lovedſt me! _ 


HT MN CCXV. L. M. 
ADEN with Guilt, Sinners, ariſe, 
And view the bleeding Sacrifice 
Each purple Drop proclaims there's Room, 
And bids the Poor and Needy come.+ 


Beneath his People's Crimes He ſtood, 
dign'd their Acquittances in Blood: 
Herein Gop's Juſtice is appeas'd; 


Sinners look up and be releas'd. 


* Col. 1. 20. f Luke 14. 22. 


— — — Sos nnn....o—t_. — 


—_— — 


— - — — 
DI II no Woe Ee ¶—ñ— — -- 
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L 
Mercy, Truth, Peace, and Righteouſneſs, 
Beam from the Recenciler's Face; 
Here look till Love diſſolve your Heart, 
And bid your {laviſh Fears depart. 


Oh! quit the Worid's delufive Charms, 
And quickly flee to Jesu's Arms: 
Wreſtle until your Gon is known, 
Till you can call the Lox D your own. 


HY MN CCXVI. 8 8 6. 
JESUS, Everlaſting Gon, 


Who once tor Sinners ſhed thy Blood 
Upon Mount Catvary ; 


And fin ſh'd there Redemption's Toil, 


And made loſt Man thy happy Spell : 
All Glory be to Thee ! 


Fain would 1 think upon thy Pain, 

And find therein my. Life and Gain, 
And fix my Heart and Mind 

Upon thy Wounds and dying Love; 

Nor from that Point my Heart remove, 

But Reft and Safety find! _ 


Content and glad I'll ever be 
To have Salvation, Lok, from Thee, 
Ev'n as a Sinner poor; Os 
I nothing have, I nothing an; 
My Treaſure's in the Bleeding Lams, & 

Both now and evermore. 


The more, through Grace, myſelf I know 


The more content I am to bow, 
And fink beneath thy Croſs : 


Esa. 85. 10. f Gen. 32, 26, 5 Mat. 6. 27. 


Ani 


D. 


Bk 
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* And live by Faith upon thy Blood, 


Waiting on Thee for ev'ry eek, 
And count my Gain but 8 uy 


HYMN CCXVE. C. M. 
LAS! and did my SAVIOUR 3 
An! did my SOV'REIGN die? 


Wouid He devote that facied Head 
For ſuch a Worm as I ? 


Was it for Crimes that I had done 
.. Be groan'd upon the Tree? 
A nazing Pity! Grace unknown! 


>d And Love beyond Degree, 


Well wight the Sun in Darkneſs hide, 
And ſhut his Glories — | 
When Gop the Mighty MAKER dy'd + 

For Man his Creature's Sin. 


Thus might I hide my bluſhing Face, 
While thy dear Crols appears ; 

Diſſolve my Heart in Thankfulneſs, 
And melt my Eyes to Tears. 


But Drops of Grief can ne'er ry 
That Debt of Love I owe ; 
Here, LorD, Pd give my ſelf Fs 
O h.lp me fo to do ! 


HYMN ccxviII. 8 


\NcourRaG'D by the Word of Grace, 
| We mect Thee at thy Table, Lok p, 
Jet us fee thy ſmiling Face, —2 Cor. 4. 6. 
And one reviviag Look afford: 


* Mat. 27. 45- + eb. 1. > 
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To us the Bread of Life be giv'n,—Fobn 6. 35. 
The Bread which cometh down from Reay' n. 


We are unworthy we confeſs, 


One Crumb of Children's Bread to taſte; * 


But cloathed in thy Righteouſneſs, 
We humbly venture to the Feaſt: 
Amidſt us Sinners, LoRp, appear, | 
And manifeſt thy Preſence here! — Mat. 13.20. 


With heav'nly Food our Souls refreſh, 
To us be known in breaking Bread: 7 
Taſting the Symbol of thy Ficth, 
May we on Grace and Mercy feed : 
Remind us how thy precious Blood 
Was thed, to feal our Peace with Gop, 


HYMN CCXIX. S. M. 
CuRIST our Sacrifice, 


"OT all the Blood of Beaſts 
On Jewiſh Altars ſlain, 
Could give the guilty Conſcience Peace, 
Or waſh away the Stain, 


But Curr, the Heav' nly LAB, 
Takes all our Sins away : 

A Sacrifice of nobler Name, 
And richer Blood than they. 


My Faith would lay its Hand—Lev, 1. 4. 
On that dear Head of Thine ; 
While like a Penitent I ſtand, 


And there confeſs my Sin. 
® Mak 7. 23. + Luke 24. 35. 


20. 
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My Soul looks back to ſee 

The Burden Thou didft bear.— 1 Pet. 2. 24. 
When hanging on th” accurſed Tree 
And hopes her Guilt was there. 


Believing, we rejoice _ 
To ſee the Curſe remove: Gal. 3. 13. 


We bleſs the LAM with chearful Voice, 


And ſing his bleeding Love. 
HYMN CCXX. L. M. 
OME Sinners to the Goſpel-Feaft,® 
Jesvs invites you for his Gueſt; 


O taſte the Goodneſs of your Go, 


And eat his Fleſh and drink his Blood, + 


See Him ſet forth before your Eyes, Gal. 3 Is 
Behold the bleeding Sacrifice! 

His offer'd Love make haſte, embrace, 
And freely now be ſav'd by Grace. 


HYMN CCXXI. L. M. 
The helpleſs Sinner. 
ITY a helpleſs Sinner, Lox p, & 
Who would believe thy gracious Word; 


But own my Heart, with Shame and Grief, 
A Sink of Sin and Uabelief. 


Loxp, in thy Houſe I read there's W ! [| 


And vent'ring hard behold I come. 
But can there, tell me, can there be, 
Amongſt thy Children, Room for me? 


* Luke I4. 17, + La. 6. oh Mark 9. 24. 
| Luke el 4 ' ; 4 


3 
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I cat the Bread and drink the Wine : 


But oh ! my Soul wants more than Sign, 


J faint unleſs I feed on Thee, 
And drink thy Blood as ſhed for me. 


For Sinners, Loxp, Thou cam'ſt to bleed; 


And I'm a Sinner vile indeed ! 
Lok, I believe thy Grace is free: 
O, magnify it now in me! 
HYMN CCXXIL I. M. 
INNERS, the pierc'd REDEEMER ſee; 


=] For you He hung upon the Tree ; 


Behold Him by the Eye of Faith, 


For Life flows ſweetly from his Death. 
| Salvation's unexhauſted Well Ia. 12. 3. 


Still pours the placid Streams to heal; 
Profuſe the Spring inceſſant flows, 
Nor Mcaſure nor Ceſſation knows. 


Here may we quench our parching Thirft, 
(The Fountain-head a Living CHRIST) 
T” allay proud Nature's Fire within, 
And calm the boiſt'rous Waves of Sin. 


is JEsv's Grace, true Life imparts, 
A Cordial for deſponding Hearts, 

A Medicine for each Sin-fick Soul, 

A Balm to make the Wounded whole.“ 


Here may the wearied Spirit reſt, 

Reclin'd upon the SA 10UR's Breaſt; 
The Mournful have cach Want ſupply'd, 
The Faint a Remedy apply'd. 


# Ter. 8. 22. 


- - 
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For each a Cure by IEsv's Death, 

For all that feel a quick'ning Faith; 
That Gift, 22 Divine, 
Beſtow, and all we have be Thine. 


HYMN CCXXIIL L. M. 


\ H ! that our flinty Hearts would melt, 
While to Remembrance, LokD, we call 
Part of that Weight which Thou haſt felt, 


For who can comprehend it all ? 


Ye Sinners, while theſe Symbols dear 
Preſent your ſuff'ring Lord to View, 

Drop the ſoft Tribute of a Tear : 7 
For He ſhed many a Tear for you, 


In the ſad Garden, on the Wood, 
His Body bruis'd, from ev'ry Part 
Pour'd on the Ground a purple Flood ; 
Till Sorrow broke his tender Heart, 


Lord, while we thus ſhew forth thy Death, 
O ſend thy SPIRIT from above; 
Help us to Feed on Thee by Faith ; 


And figh, and ſing, and mourn, and love. 


HYMN CCXXIV. s. M. 


IEsS Us invites his Saints, 
To meet around his Board! 
Here pardon'd Rebels fit, and hold“ 
__ Communion with their Loan. 


2 Rum. 5 Is 
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For Food, he gives his Fleſh; — & 55. 
He dich us drink his Blood; | 


Amazing Favour ! matcblets Grace! 10 
Of our rederming Go! 


Let all our Pow'rs Le join'd 
His glorious Name to raiſe; 
Pleature and Love fill ey'ry Mind, 
And ev'ry Voice be Praiſe. 


HYMN CCXXV. 
HE LozD prepares a Royal Feaſt, 
Sweet Fruit of the ſharp Pangs He bore! 
Lo! He reveals his ſhining Breaſt, 


I own thefe Wounds, and I adore : 


Whence 1 theſe Favours fo divine! 
Jesus! why ſhed t 1 Blood ? 
Why for ſuch earthly Souls as mine, 


This heav'nly F le, this ſacred Food? 


*Twas thine own Love that made Thee bleed, 
That nail'd T hee to th' accurſed Tree; 
*Twas Thine own Love this Table ſpread 


For ſuch unworthy Worms as we. 


Give us to taſte thy dying Love, 
Come, Faith, and feed upon the Lord : 
With glad Conſent our Lips ſhall move 
And ſweet Haſannas crown the Board, 


HYMN CCXXVI. 886. 


ESUS, Thou lovely bleeding Lams, 
Who underwent our Grief and Shame, 
To fave our Souls from Hell; 


A 
A 


re! 


Well ſhout and b thy lovely Nawe, 


Why didſt Thou leave thy Throne above 


0 matchleſs Grace! O boundleſs Love ! 3 
Help us ye glorious Hofts _ 
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While here we are around thy Board, 

Thy Pain, and Suff'rings to record, 
Thy Praiſe aloud we'll tell. 


Loud Hallelujahs to the Las, 
We'll ſing thy Sov'reign Grace; 


To come and bleed to Death for Love, 
To fave our guilty Race, 


To ound his Praiſe Abroad; 
Inna, bleſſed be his Name, | 
He fought and bled and overcame, 

And made our Peace with Gop. 


HYMN. CCXXVII. C. M. 


7 ME, HoLy Gnosr, Thine 13 

( a And realize the Sign, (thed, 

Thy Life infuſe into the Bread, 
Thy Pow'r into the Wine. 


Effectual let the Tokens prove, 

And made by heav'nly Art 

Fit Channels to convey thy Love 
To each believing Heart. 


II Y M N CCXXVIIL. E. M. 


, WAS on that dark, that doleful Night, 
When Pow'rs of Earth and Hell aroſe 

Azainſt the Son of Gop's Delight, 

And F riends betray'd Him to his F oes: 


[199] 
Before the mournful Scene began, 


He took the Bread, and bleſs'd, and brake: 
What 1 ove thro! all his Ae ran! 


What wondrous Words of Grace He ſpake! 


This is my Body broke for Sin, 

Receive and eat the living Food : 

Then took the Cup, and bleſs'd the Wine; 
Iis the new Coy'nant in my Blood, 


cc Do this, (He cry'd) 'til Time ſhall end, 
la Mem'ry of your dying FRIEND; 

« Meet at my Table and record 

«© The Love of your departed Lorp.” 


Jesus, thy Feaſt we celebrate, 
We ihew thy Death, we fing thy Name, 
Till thou 3 and we ſhall eat 


The Marriage-Supper of the LAMB. 


HY M N CCXXIX. c. M. 
| By RD how divine thy Comforts are! ! 


How Hcav'nly is the Place 
Where Ixsus ſpreads the ſacred Feaſt 
Ot his Redeeming Grace! 4 


There the rich Bounties of our Gon, 
And ſweetsſt Glories ſhine ; 

There Jesvs ſays, © That I am his, 
" And my EETOVEE's mine.“ 


„ Here (ſays the kind Redeeming Lorp, 
4 And ſhews bis wounded Side) 

& See here the Spring of all your ſoys, 

„That open'd when 1 dy'd !” 
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* To Him that waſh'd us in liis Blood 
; Ze everlaſting Praiſe, 
] Salvation, Honour, Glory, Pow'r, 


Eternal as his Days, 


H Y M N CCXXX. L. M. 
T thy Command, our deareſt Lox p, 
Here we attend thy dying Feaſt ; 
Thy Blood, like Wine, adorns thy Board, 
And thy own Fleſh feeds every Gueſt. 


Our Faith adores thy bleeding Love 
And truſts for Lite in one that dy'd; 
| We hope for Heav'nly Crowns above, 
; From a REDEEMER crucity'd, 


HYMN CCXXXI. c. M. 
ORD! may I never once forget 
What s poor Worm I am; 


From Death and Hell redeem'd by Blood, 
The Blood of Gon's dear LAMB. ! 


| Hungry and thirſty after Thee, 
May I be found each Hour ; 
Humble in Heart, and happy kept 
By Thine Almighty Pow'r! 
May thy bleſt Serrit, in my Heart, 
Moſt ſweetly {hed abroad 
The Love of my Incarnate Gop, 
Who bought me with his Blood! 
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The Myſtery of Redeeming Love 


Be ever dear to me ; 


And may the Fleſh and Blood of CHRI8S＋ 


My daily Manna be! 


HY M N CCXXXIL c. M. 


HIS was Compaſſion like a Gop ! 
Although the Saviour knew 
Guilt could be Pardon'd but by Blood,* 
His Pity ne'er withdrew ! 
He ſunk beneath our heavy Woes, 
_ To raiſe us to his Throne: 
Great are the Gifts his Hand beflows: 
Great Sorrows made him Groan, 


Now tho” He reigns exalted high, 

His Love is full as great: 

Well He remembers Calvary, 
Nor will his Saints forget. 


Here we receive repeated Seals 
Of JEsv's dying Love: 

Hard is the Wretch that never feels 
One ſoft Affection move. 


Here may our Hearts begin to melt, 
While we his Death record; 

And with our Joy for pardow'd Guilt, + 
Mourn that we pierc'd the Logp, * 


* Ht. 9. 22. + Rom. 5. 2. 
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HYMN CCXXXII. L. M. 
Salvation by Grace. : 
OW to the Pow'r of Gop ſupreme, 
Be everlaſting Honours giv'n ; 
„He faves from Hell, (we bleſs his Name) 
He calls loft wand'ring Souls to Heav'n. 


Not for our Duties or Deſerts, —2T im. 2.9, 10. 
But of his own abounding Grace, | 
He works Salvation in our Hearts, 

And forms a People for his Praiſe, 


Twas his own Purpoſe that begun 
To reſcue Rebels doom'd to die. 

He gave us Grace in CHRIST his Sox, 
Before he ſpread the ſtarry Sky. 


Jzsvs, the Lokn, appears at laſt, | 
And makes his Father's Counſels known; 
Declares the great Tranſactions paſt ; 
And brings immortal Bleſſings down, 


HYMN CCXXXIV. c. M. 
Bleſſings of the Goſpel. 
LEST are the Souls that hear and know 
The Goſpeb's joyful Sound, 
Peace ſhall attend the Path they go, 
And Light their Steps ſurrounds. 
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Their Joy mall bear their Spirits up, * 
Thro' their Redeemer's Name! 6 
His Righteouſneſs exalts their Hope, Sti 
Nor Satan dares condemn. e _ 
The LorD our Glory and Defence, Sti 
Strength and Salvation gives: | 
Iſrael, thy King for ever reigns, 6 
Thy God for ever lives. TOS: 
H Y M N ccxxxv. L. M. | 


The Prieſthood of CarisT. 
LOOD has a Voice to pierce the Skies; 

| Revenge, the Blood of Abel cries : 

ut the dear Stream, when CHRIST was ſlain, 
Speaks Peace as loud from ev'ry Vein, 
Pardon and Grace from Gop on high; D 
Behold ! he lays his Vengeance by ; 
And Rebels that deſerve his Sword, 
Become the Fav'rites of the Lorp, : H 
To JEsos let our Praiſes riſe, = 
Who gave his Life a Sacrifice; V 
Now he appears before our Gop, 
And for our Pardon pleads his Blood. 


HY MN CCXXXVI. 8 7. 


The Same. N 
| ATHER, hear the Blood of IEsus U 
| Speaking in thine Ear above; 
From thy Wrath and Curſe releaſe us; A 
Manifct thy pard'ning Love. N 
O receive us to thy Favour, | 
For his only Sake receive = 


Satisfy our bleeding Saviour, 
Let us by his dying liye,—1/. 53. 11. 


&« Father, ſhew their Sins forgiv' n; 


_ Elſe we had ftill refus'd to taſte, 
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6c Fs thy pard'ning Grace receive them,” 
Once HH, pray'd upon the Tree : 
Still his Blood cries out © Forgive them,“ 
All their Sins were purg d by me. 
Still our Advocate in Heav'n | 
Prays the Pray'r on Earth begun, 


«6. F ather, glorify thy Son.” —1 Fobn.2. 1. 


HY MN CCXXXVIL C. M. 
For the Loavy's SuppER. 


OW ſweet and awful is the Place, 
With CurisT within the Doors? 
Vhile everlaſting Love diſplays 

The choiceft of her Stores. 


Here ev'ry Bowel of our Gon 
With ſoft Compaſſion rolls; 

Here Peace and Pardon, chro his Blood, * 
Are Food for dying Souls. 


While all our Hearts and all our SEL 
Join to admire the Feaſt, 

Each of us cry with thankful Tongues, 
«© LoRD, why was I a Gueſt 7” 


Why was I made to hear thy Voice, 
And enter while there's room; 

When thouſands make a wretched Choice, 
And rather ſtarve than come? 


*'Twas the ſame Love that ſpread the Feaft, 
That ſweeely drew us in; 


And periſn'd in our Sin, | 
* 4. 20. 28. | * 
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HY MN CcxxXXVIII. S. M. 
Looking to Jesvs. Pl. 104. 
OW glorious the Lawn 
Is ſcen on bis Throne! 
His Labours are oer, 
His a n. queſts put on; 
A Ring don is g'v + Tow 
Into the Lauz's H and, 


In Earth and ia Heav'n 
For ever to ſtand. 


Ve Sinners below, 

Then truft in the Lok, 
Look up to his Arm, 

0 Honour, his Word: 

Athirſt for his 'F avour, 

His Godhead adore, 
Look vp to your SaviouR, 

And Joy evermore ! 


H Y M N CCXXXIX. C. M. 


Sovp's Faithfulneſs. 


EGIN, my Tongue, ſome heav'nly Theme, 
And ſpeak ſome boundleſs I hing, 
Ihe mighty Works, or mightier Name, 
Of our Eternal King. 


Tell of his wond'rous Caithfulnefs, 

And ſound his Pow'r abroad, 
Sing the ſweet Promiſe of his Grace, 
And the performing Gop. | 
Proclaim Salvation from the Lony 
For wretched dying 7 ROS 
His Hand hath writ the ſacred Word 
With an immortal Pen. 
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_ Ergrav'd as in eternal Braſs, 
The mighty Promiſe ſhines g | 
Nor can the Pow'rs of Darkneſs raze 
Thoſe everlaſting Lines. 12 8 


HYMN CCXL. c. M. 
Longing for Heaven. 


HRIS T's own ſoft Hand ſhall wipe the 
From ev'ry weeping Eye: (Tear 
Aflliction, Pain, and Grief, and Fear, 
And Death itſelf, ſhall die. 


How long, dear SAy10UR, O how long, 
Shall this bright Hour delay ? 

Fly ſwiftly round, ye Wheels of Time, 
And bring the welcome Day ! | 


HYMN CCXLI. S. M. 
CRHRIST's Interceſſion. 


ELL! the REDEEMER's gone 
| T' appear before our Gop, 
To ſprinkle. o'er the flaming Throne 

With his atoning Blood. 


No fiery Vengeance now, 

No burning Wrath comes down ; 
If Juſtice calls for Sinners Blood, 

The SAviovk ſhews his own. 


Before his FArHER's Eye,—1 Fohn 2. z. 
Our ſ humble Suit he moves; OY 
The Father lays his Thunder by, 
And looks, _ ſmiles, and loves. 
41 3 
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1 
Now may our Joyful Tongues 
Our Maß er's Honours fing; 


- 4 - — 
Jesus the Prieſt receives our Songs, 


And bears *em'to the KING. 


HYMN CCXLI. L. BI. 
The Same. 


IF r vp your Eyes to th' heav'nly Seats 


Where your REDEEMER Stays ; 


Kind Interceſſor, there he fats, 


And loves, and pleads, and prays, 


*T was well, my Soul, he dy'd for thee; 

And ſhed his vital Blood ; Dn 
Appeas'd ſtern Juſtice on the Tree, 
And then aroſe to Gon. 


Petitions now, and Praiſe may rife, 
And Saints their Of rings bring! 

The Prieſt with his own Sacrifice 
Prefents them to the King. 


Ten thouſand Praiſes to-the Kino, 
Hoſannah in the hight ! 


Fen thouſand Thanks our Spirits bring 


To Gop, and to his CuRIsT, 


HYMN CCXALIIL 8 7. 
Looking, to Jesus in Gethſemane. 


INNERS ! come, look at him yonder, 
» } Groaning, bleeding, like to die; 
Hin, whoſe Love than Death is ſtronger, 
Pearcr than his Liberty, * 


. 


WJ —y— 


[ 199 ] 

Like us, was he found in Faſhion 
With ns for to ſympathize ; 

Oh! his Soul is all Compaſhor, 
Broken Hearts he'll nc'er deſpiſe. 


From my Lorp I'd aſk a Favour ; 
That my Soul might henceforth be 
Rooted, ſettled, grounded ever 
On Him to Eternity. 
Still 1 Love him and adore him, 
While in Life I am confin'd ; 
Still my Wants Pl lay before him, 
For I find him very kind. 


Day by Day on Him I'd center, 
Did not my unſtable Heart 
Fooliſhly let Trifles enter, 
And from my dear Loxp depart : 
Oh! *tis this alone that grieves me, 
This alone creates my Pain ; 
'Tis not in his Heart to leave me, 
No: He changeleſs doth remain. 


HYMN CCXLIV. L. M. 
Morning. 
Gon, how endleſs is thy Love ! * 


Thy Gifts are ev'ry Ev'ning new; 


And Morning Mercies from above, 


Gently diſtil like early Dew! 
Thou ſpread'ſt the Curtain of the Night, 


Great Guardian of our ſleeping Hours; 


Thy Sew reign Word reftores the Light, 
And quickens all our drowſy Pow Nn. 


9 Jer. 31. 3. 


— — —— 4 Sw 


:, 
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We yield our Pow'rs to thy Command, 
To Thee we conſecrate our Days! 

Perpetual Bleſſings from thy Hand, 
Demand perpetual Songs of Praiſe ! 


HTW N CCXLY. . 
The Sun of Righteouſneſs, Mal. 4. 2. 
I IGHT of thoſe whoſe dreary dwelling 
Borders on the Shades of Death,“ 
Come! and by thy Love's R-vealing 
Diffipate the Clouds beneath; 
The new Heav'n, and Earth's Creator, Tr 
In our deepeſt Darkneſs riſe ! I 
Scatt'ring all the Night of Nature, 
Pouring Eye-Sight on our Eyes? & 


Still we wait for Thine Appearing, 


Life and Joy thy Beams impart, 


R Chaſing all our Fears, and chearing 


Ev'ry poor benighted Heart: 


Come, and manifeſt the Favour 


Gob hath for our ranſom'd Race; 


Come] Thou gracious God, our SAy10UR ! 


Come! and bring the Goſpel-Grace |! 


Save us in thy Great Compaſſion, 
O thou mild pacific PI x E !—Hfe. . 6. 
Give the Knowledge of Sa vation, —Luke 1. 77. 
Give che Pardon of our Sins, a 


By Thine All-reftoring Merit, 


Ev'ry burthen'd Soul releaſe, Mat. 11.28, 
Ev'ry weary, wand'ring Spirit 
Guide into thy perfect Peace.-P/a.119..176, 


ba Ja. 9. 2. + Rev. 21. 1. Jo $ Le. 35 5. 
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HYMN CcxLVI. L. M. 
Invitation. 


ITHER ye Poor, ye Sick, ye Blind, 
A Sin-diforder'd trembling hrong 
Jo you the Goſpel calls, to you 


Mess1 an's Bieflings all belong.- Luke 14. 21. 


Reaſon's and Virtue's boaſting Sons, 
Derive no Blefiings from his Tree: * 

For Sinners only IESus dy'd,—1 Pet. 2. 24. 
T hen ture I hear He dy'd for me 


"Twas with our Griefs Mzss1An groan'd, + 
'T'was with our Guilt His Soul was try'd, 
Cur Puniſhment He took, He bore, 
And Sinners lived when JEsvs dy'd ! 


Awake each Heart, ariſe each Soul, 


And join the bliſsful Choirs above, 


| May nothing tune our fature Song, 


But Hera 'aly Wiſdom, Heay'aly Love ! e 
HY MN CCXLVII. 


For a national Faſt. 


ORD, look on all aſſembled here; 
Who in thy Preſence ſtand, 
To offer up united Prayer 
For this our ſinful Land. 


Oft have we, each in private, pray d 
Our Country might find Grace, 
Now hear the fame Petitions made 


In this appointed Place. 
* Acts. 5-309. f In. 53. 4, 5. 


— oy 
— — —— V—„HV—tᷣ¾b ” 


| 
| 


[ 202 ] 


Or, if amongſt us ſome be met; 
So careleſs of their Sin, 

T hey have not cry'd for Mercy yet, 
Logo let them now begin. | 


Thou, by whoſe Death poor Sinners Live, 
Buy whom their Prayers ſucceed, 
Thy Sp'rit of Supplicatian give, 
And we fhall pray indeed. 


O turn us, turn us, mighty Lord, 

By thy refiſtleſs Gi ace! 
Then ſhall our Hearts receive thy Word, 
And humbly feck thy Face. | 


Great Gop of Hoſts, Deliv'rance bring, 

Guide thoſe that hold the Helm; 

Support the State; preſerve the King; 
And ſpare the guilty Realm. 


Or ſhould the dread Decree be paſt, 
And we muſt feel thy Rod; 


May Faith an:i Patience hold us faſt 
o our corr Cting (30D. 


Whatever be our defſtin'd Caſe 

Accept us in thy Sev ; | . 
Give us his GosPEL, and his GRAck; 

And then Thy Wl be done.” 


HYMN CCXLVIll, 684 
The Backſlider, 


ESUS, let thy pitying Eye 
| J Call back a wand'ring Sheep! 
F 7 thee like Peter, | 
Like Peter fain would weep ; 


LE. Þ 
Let me be by Grace reſtor'd, 
On me be all its Freenets ſhown ; 
Turn, and look upon me, LoRp, 
And break my Heart of Stone. 


$av 10UR, Prince, enthron'd above, 

Repentance to impart ; | 
Give me, through thy dying Love, 

The humble contrite Heart! 
Give, what I have long implor'd, 

A portion of thy Love unknown: 
Turn, and look, &c. 


See me, SAVIOUR, from above, 
Nor ſuffer me to die ; | 
Life, and Happineſs, and Love, 
Drop from thy gracious Eye: 
Speak the reconciling Word, 
And let thy Mercy melt me down! 
Turn, and look, &c. 


Look, as when thy Grace beheld 
The Harlot in Diſtreſs; 
Dry'd her Lears, her Pardon ſeal'd, 
And bid her go in Peace: | 
Foul, like her, and ſelf-abhor'd, 
| at thy Feet for Mercy groan : 
Turn, and look, &c. 


Look, as when thy pitying Eye 
Was clos'd, that we might hve t 
% Father,” (at the Point to die, 
My SAv 10UR gaſp'd) ** Forgive !” 
Surely, with that dying Word, 


He turns, and looks, and crys, © Tis dine!” 


O my Loving, Bleeding Lon ß, 
Thou break'ſt my Heart of Store, 


—— —— —j— —— —öůüää 


In Work and Worſhip ſo divine. 


Pardon and Grace impart ; 


Witneſs for Gop in every Heart, — Rom. 8. 16 


— 1 } 
HYMN CCXLIX. L. M. 
9 5 T hankſgiving. 
LESS, O my Soul, the living Gop, 
Bc. home thy Thoughts that rove abroad; P 


et all the Pow'rs within me join 
In Work and Worſhip ſo divine. Th 


Bleſs, O my Soul, the Gop of Grace; Ma 
His Favour claim thy higheſt Praiſe ; 


W by ſhould the Wonders he hath wrought 


Be loſt in Silence and forgot? 
*T was he, my Soul, wha ſent his Son 
To die for Crimes which thou haſt done; 


He owns the Ranſom, and forgives 


The hourly Follics of our Lives. 


Our Youth decay'd, his Pow'r repairs; 


His Mercy crowns our growing Years ; 
He ſatisſies our Mouth with Good, 
And fills our Hopes with heav'nly Food. 
Let the whole Earth his Pow'r confeſs, 
Let the whole Earth adore his Grace: 
The Gentile with the Few ſhall join 


HYMN CCL. $. M. 
Before Sermon. 
PIRIT of Faith, come down, 
Thy Seal with Pow'r ſet to: £pb. 13. 1. 
This Ord'nance with thy Preſence crown, 
And prove the Record true. | 


Come quickly from above: 


And ſhed Abroad his Love—Rom. 5. 5 


[ 205 ] 


Graces before Meat. 
bad; E preſent at our Table, Lord! | 
Be here and ey'ry where ador'd : | 


Theſe Creatures bleſs, and grant that we 
May feaſt in Paradiſe with Thee. 


be RA MN COLES IC 
| HOU Sav1ovk divine, 
Moſt graciouſly bleſs 
Theſe Mercies of thine, 
W ith ſpiritual Grace : ; 
That, while we are taſting | 
Our temporal Food, 
Our Souls may be praiſing 
The Goodneſs of Gop. 


HYMN CCLUL. 58s. 
SGraces after Meat. 
Bow 6. be Gon, for ever bleſt 

V 


Our Gop, the Maſter of the Feaſt i 
ho hath for us a Table ſpread, 
And us through all our Journey fed; 
May He, with ev'ry Gift, impart 
The Crown of all, a thankful Heart. 


HYMN CCLIV. L. NI. 
E thank thee LorDp for this our Food, 
N But more becauſe of Jesu's Blood; 
Let Manna to our Souls be giv'n, 


> 16 The Bread of Life ſent down from Heav'n. | 
| | 8 5 | 


5 | 
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HYMN CCLV. L. M. 
L Longing for Gop's Houſe. 
| "OW pleaſant, how divinely fair, 
| f O Lord of Hoſts, thy Dwellings are! 


"he new-borg Soul both longs and faints 
To meet th' Aſſemblies of thy Saints. 


Bleſt are the Souls that find a Place 

Within the Temple of thy Grace! 
There they behold thy gentler Rays, 

And ſeek thy Face, and learn thy Praiſe. 


Bleſt are the Men whoſe Hearts are ſet 
To find the Way to Lion's Gate; 


£30D is their Strength, and through the Road 


They lean upon their Helper Gop, 


Oh may we walk with growing Strength, 

Till we all meet in Heav'n at length : 

*Till all before CHRISsT's Face appear, 
And join in nobler Worfhip there! 


HY M N CCLVI. 104th. Pſ. 
After Sermon. | 


A LL Praiſe tothe Loan, all Praiſe is his due, 
To-dayis his Word of Promiſe found true, 
We, we are the Nations preſented to Gop, 
Well-pleaſing Oblations thro? IEsus's Blood. 


Poor Gentiles from far to IEsus we came, 
And offcr'd we are to Gop thro? his Name; 
To God, thro? the Spirit, ourſelves do we give, 
And fav'd by the Merit of Issus we live. 


1 


717 on Oe WR” 9 Wo 


ire us thy Strength, thou God of Pow'r, 
Then let Men Scorn, and Satan roar ; 


1 HY wy 
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HYMN ccLvll. L. M. 
Ihe Same. 
FN UR Lives, our All we here preſent, 
If for thy Sake they may be ſpent; 


Fulfil thy fov'reign Counſel, Lokp, 
Thy will be done, thy Name ador'd. 


Thy faithful Witneſſes we'll be, 


Tia Fix. / canto all thro! That, —Phil. 13. 4+ || 
HYMN CCLVIII. its. | 
IJ will fing of the Mercy of the Log for ever. i 
| PsAT MH 89. 1, ui 

, my Gov, is the Theme of my 
ug | | | 
The Joy of my eart, and the Boaſt of my 
ongue : | 


Thy free Grace, alone, from the firſt to the laſt, | 
Has won my Affections, and bound my Soul faſt. 


Without thy gar Mercy, I could not live here; | | 
Sin ſoon would reduce me to utter Deſpair : Li 
But, thro' thy free Goodneſs, my Spirits revive, 
And he that firſt made me, ſtill keeps me, alive. 


1 

7 

if 
9 


Whene'er I go wrong thy rich Mercy begins | h 
To melt me, and then I can mouru for my Sins z“ | 
And, led by thy SP rit, to IEsus's Blood. 


| 
My Sorrows aredry'd, and my Strength is renew'd. 
5 | | 
ii | 


| 


I ' 


. 
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Thy Mercy is more than a Match for my Heart, 
Which wonders to feel its own Hardneſs depart, 
Diſſolv'd by thy Preſence I fall to the Ground, 
And weep to the Praiſe of the Mercy I found. 


Thy Mercy in Ixsus exempts me from Hell; 
Of thy Merey PIl ting, of thy Mercy Pl tell: 
*T was Esus my Friend, when he hung onthe Tree, 
That open'd the Channel of Mercy for me, 


Great Father of Mercics, thy Goodneſs T own, 
And the Covenant-Love of thy crucify'd Son: 
All Praiſe to the Spirit, whoſe Whifpers divine 


Scal Mercy, and Pardon, and Righteouſncls mine, 


HYMN CCLIX. L.M. 
 « The Loving Kindneſs of the Loxp.“ 
Iſa. Ixiii. 7. 


\ WAKE my Soul in Joyful Lays, 
A And fing thy great Redeemer's Praiſe 

e juſtly claims a 4 froin me, . 
His Loving Kindneſs is ſo Free. 


He ſaw me ruin'd in the Fall, 
And lov'd me notwithſtanding all; 
He ſav'd me from my loſt Eftate, 
Kis Loving Kinaneſs is fo Great. 


When I was Satan's eaſy Prey, 
And deep in Debt and Bondage lay; 
He paid his Life for my Diſcharge, 
His Loving Kindneſs 1s fo Large. 


Ex 
M 


Exert thine Energy divine, 


| Look on thy beloved Son. 
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Thro' many Hoſts of mighty Foes, 
Where Earth and Hell my Way oppoſe 5: 
He ſafely leads my Soul along, 

His Loving Kindneſs is ſo Strong. 


Otten I feel my ſinful Heart, 


' Prone from my J Es us to depart z- 


And tho? I have him oft forgot, 
His Loving Kindreſs changes not. 


When Cer | paſs the gloomy Vale, 
And all my mortal Powers fail; 
Oh may my laſt expiring Breath, 


His Loving Kindneſs fing in Death. 


HT MN CLX I. K. 


BaPTiSM. © | 


FYOME, Holy Ghoſt, deſcend from high 3 


. Baptiſer of our Spirits thou! 
1 he Sacramental Seal apply, 
And Witneſs with the Water now. 


And ſprinkle the atoning Blood; 
May FaTHER, Sox, and >P1RIT, join 
To ſeal this Soul a Child of Gop. 


HYMN ccLXI. 58. 
Pleading the Atonement. 
F dase God, who ſeeſt in mo- 


Oaly Sin and Miſery; 
tew thine owh anointed one, 


8 3. 


1 . — ͥ— — 
A r DDr: 


— 


— — 
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Turn from me thy glorious Eycs 
To his bloody Sacrifice, 
To the full Atonement made, 
To the Ranſom he has paid, 


Hear his Blood's prevailing Cry, 
Let thy Bowels then reply ; 
Then thro' Him the Sinner ſee, 
Then in Jesvs look on me. 


HYMN CcLXII. L. M. 
Firſt and Second Adam. 


T NEEP in the Duſt, before thy Throne, 
Our Guilt aud our Diſgrace we own: 
Great Gop, we own th' unhappy Name, 

W hence ſprung our Nature, and our Shame, 


But whilſt our Spirits fill'd with Awe, 
Behold the Terrors of thy Law, 
We fing the Honours of thy Grace, 
That ſent to fave our ruin'd Race, 


We ſing thine everlaſting Sox, 

Who join'd our Nature to his own; 
Adam, the ſecond, from the Duſt 
Raiſes the Ruins of the firſt. 


Where Sin did reign, and Death abound, 
There have the Sons of Adam found 
 Abounding Life; there glorious Grace 
Reigns thro the LoxpD our Righteouſneſs, 
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HYMN CCLXiII. 
Humiliation, 


” ORD, we are vile, conceiv'd in Sin, 
And born unholy and unclean : 
Sprung from the Man whoſe guilty Fall 
Corrupts the Race, and taints us all. 


Soon as we draw our Infant-Breath, 
The Seeds of Sin grow up for Death; 
Thy Law demands a perfect Heart, 
But we're defil'd in ev'ry Part. | 


Behold, we fall before thy Face, 

Our only Refuge is thy Grace ; 

No outward Forms can make us clean, 
The Leproſy lies deep within, 


 Tesvs, our Gop, thy Blood alone, 
Hath Pow'r ſufficient to atone ; | 
LoRo, let us hear thy pard'ning Voice, 
And make our down-caſt Hearts rejoice, 


HYMN CCLXIV. 68 4: 


THE Gop of 4br' ham praiſe, 
Who reigns enthron'd above; 
ANTIENT of everlaſting Days, — Dan. 7. 22. 
And Gop of Cove t—2 Cor. 13. 11. 
EHOV An, GREAT IAM !* 
Earth and Heav'n confeſt; 
L bow and bleſs the ſacred Name, 
For ever bleſsd.— Rom. 1. 25, 


® Exod, 6. 3. iii. 148 
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The God of Abr'ham praiſe, 

At whoſe ſupreme Command 
From Earth I riſe—and ſeck the Joys, 
At his right Hand : 

I all on Earth forſake, 
Its Wiſdom, Fame and Pow'r; 
And Him my only Portion make 
My Shield and Tow'r.—P/. 18. 2, 
The Gop of Abr'ham praiſe, 
Whole All-ſufficieat Grace 
Shall guide me all my happy Days,-Gen. 28. 15. 
In all his Ways: 


He calls a Worm his Friend! Jam. 2-25 


3 He calls Himſelf my GOD !—Exed. 3. 
And He ſhall ſave me to the End, — 1 Pet. I. 5, 
| | Through JEesv's Blood. I 


He by H1MSELF hath ſworn, — Heb. 6. 13. 
I on his Oath depend, - Rom. 4. 20, 21. 
Iſhall, on Eagle's Wings up-borne,-Exod. 19. 1. 
To Heav'n aſcend : 
J ſhall behold his Face, — John 17. 24. 
Et ſhall his Pow'r adore, | 


And ſing the Wonders of e 145.1. 


For evermore, 


| Part the Second. 
'Tho' Nature's Strength decay, — Rom. 4. 
And Farth and Hell withſtand, (19, 
To Canaan's Bounds I urge my Way, 
At his Commaad : 


The wat'ry Deep I paſs, —£x2d. 14. 22; 


Wich Jesus in my View :—£xaq, 13. 21. 
And thro? the howling Wilderneſa 
My Way purſue, 


O'er 


And 


Anc 


. 


fois) 
The Goodly Land I ſee, - Exod. 3. 8. 
With Peace and Plenty bleft ; 


A Land of ſacred Liberty, — Lev. 25. 42. 


And endleſs Reft :—Exod. 33. 14. 
There Milk and Honey flow :—E xod. 3. 8. 
AndOil and Wine abound ;-Deut. 32.1 3,14 
And Trees of Life for ever grow, —Iſa. 61. 3. 
With Mercy crown'd, 


Pefore the SA vIOUR's Face 
The ranſom'd Nations bow; 
O'erwuslm'd at his Almighty Grace, 
For ever new : | 
He ſhews his Scars of Love! 
They kindle to a Flame; 
And ſound, thro? all the Worlds above, 
The ſlaughter'd LAMB. 


The Gop who reigns on High 
The Great Arch- Angels fing, —//a. 6. 3. 
And “ Hory, Horx, Horx,“ cry, 
ALMIGHTY KING ! 
& Mo waſt, and art the ſame ; 
And ever more ſhalt be; 1 
©J]EHOVAH-FATHER-GREAT IAM! 
We I/orſhip Tres.” | 


Liturgy, Morning Prayer. 
Benediute. 


All ye Works of the Loxp, 
Bleſs ye the Lord: 
Praiſe him, and magnify him, for ever, 


O ye Angels of the LokD, 
Bleſs ye, &c, 
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O all ye Powers of the Lon, 
Bleſs ye, '&c. 


© ye Children of Men, 
| Bleis ye, &c. 
O ye Prieſts of the Logo. 
Bleſs ye, &c. 


O ye Servants of the Logo, 
Bleſs ye, &c. | 


O ye holy and humble Men of Heart, 
Bleſs ye, &c. 5 

O Let Ia! 

Blefs the Lord, | 
Praiſt him, and magnify him, for ever. 


O let the Earth bleſs the Log, 
Vea, let it praiſe him, 
And magnify him for ever. 


Glory be to the FATHER, 
| And-to the Son, 
And to the HoLy Gmosr : 


As it was in the Beginning, is now, 
And ever ſhall be; | 
World without End. Amen, 


Benedictus. Liturgy. Luke 1. 68. 


The Song of Zacharias. C. M. 


Rk TOW be the Gob of Ifrel bleſs'd, 
Who makes his Truth appear ; 
His mighty Hand fulfills his Word, 
And all the Oaths He ſware. 


Now b 
Wit 
He ma 


The 


He me 
He 
While 
Int 


Beholl 
Ye 
It mai 
Ani 
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Now he bedews old David's Root 
With Blethngs from the Skies; 


| He makes the Branch oft Promiſe grou, 
The promis d Horn ariſe. 


He makes the great Salvation known 
He ſpeaks ot F pardon'd Sin ; 

While Grace divine, and Heay'nly Love, 
In their own Glory ſhine. 

Behold the Morning Star ariſe, 
Ye that in Dazknels.fit.; 

t marks the Path, that leads to Peace, 
And guides our Doubtful Feet. 


agen Deo: Liturgy. Pf. 100. L. M. 


E Nations round the Earth, rejoice 
Before the LoRD, your ſov'reign King: 
Serve him with chearful Heart and Voice, 
With all your Tongues, his Glory ſing. 


The Loxp is Gop: 'tis He alone 
Doth Life, and Breath, and Being give, 
We are his Work, and not our own; 


The Sheep that on his Paſtures live, 


Enter his Gates with Songs of Joy, 
With Praiſes to his Courts repair: 

And make it your divine Employ 

To pay your Thanks and Hogours there. 


The Long 1 is good, the Lord is kind 3 
Great is his Grace, his Mercy ſnare : 

And the whole Race of Man ſhall find, 
His Truth from Age to Age endures 


＋ 2 1 


1 Evening ben 


Magnificat. Luke 1. 46. 


Y Soul and Spirit, filled with Joy, 
My Gop and Say1oux praiſe ; 
Whoſe Goodneſs did from poor Eſtate, 
His, humble Handmaid raiſe. 


Me bleſs'd of Gop, the Gop of Power, 
All Ages ſhall confeſs : _ 

Whoſe Name is holy, and whoſe Love, 
His Saints {hall ever bleſs. 


Strength with his Arm th' Almighty ſhew'd, 


The Proud he did confound : 
He caſt the mighty from their Seat, 
The. meek and humble crown'd. 


The Hungry with good Things are filled ; 
The.Rich with Hunger pin'd: 

He ſent his Servant Iſrael — 
And called his Love to mind. 


Which to, our Fathers ancient Race, 
His Oath did once enſure. 


To Abrah'm and his choſen Seed, 
{ For ever to endure, 


Nunc dimittis. Luke 2—29. 
The Song of Simeon. C. M. 
OW let thy Servant die in Peace, 


N From this vain World diſmiſt : 
ve ſeem thy great Salvation LogD,; 
And haſten to my-Reſt, 


P 
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Thy long expected Grace, Ciſclos'd 
Before the People's View, 


FHath prov'd thy Love was conſtant * 
And Promiſes were true. 


T his i 18 che Sun, whoſe chearing Ray, 
Thro' Gentile Darkneſs ſpreads : 
Pours Glory round thy choſen Race, 
. : - And Bleſſings on their Head. 


H Y:iM N . CCLXX. E pl. 
Part of the Te Deum. 
Liturgy. 


E ſing to thee, thou Sox of God, 
Channel of Life and Grace! | 

We praiſe thee, Son of Man, whoſe Blood 

| Redeem'd the choſen-Race. 


1 To thee all Angels ery aloud, 
Through Heavw'n's extended Coaſts; 

Hail, holy, holy, holy Gop 

Of Glory and of blots ! 


The Cherubim and Seraphim, 
Inceſſant, ſing to thee, | 
The Worlds, and all the Pow'rs therein 
Adore thy Majeſty ! 


The Prophet: goodly Fellowſhip, 
1n radiant Garmeats dreſt, | 
Praiſe thee, thou Sox of God! and reap. 


The Fulneſs of thy Reft, 
| ＋ 


A 


| 
| 
| 


Fas] 


"Th Apofiles glorious Company 


Thy righteous Praiſe proclaim; 
The Martyr'd Army glorify 
T hine everlaſting Name! 


Among their Number, ws preſume 
To ting thy precious Blood: 
Reign here, and in the World to come, 
Thou Holy Laws of Goo! 


HY MN CCLXXI. L. N. 


For a Nation, or Individuals in Diſtreſs: 


REAT Gon, we know not what to do, 
But fix our wiſhful Eyes on Thee, 


Who, or by many, or by few, 


Canſt ſave in our Extremity. 


Thine Arm, when all Reſources fail, 
It's own immortal Strength can brace, 


When hoſtile Multitudes prevail, 
Thou ſav'ſt thy People by thy Grace. 


Oft hath thine Arm in ancient Days, 


Stretch'd out in our Defence appear'd, 


And ranſom'd our unworthy Race, 


And ſnatch'd us from the Death we fear'd, 


Now, may thy Spirit in us Cry, 
In ours thine own Requeſt attend; 


O Lord of Hoſts, O Lok, moſt High 


Deliverance to thine Iſrael fend, 


{s; 


do, 
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For thou art till a faithful Got, 

Our God in ev'ry Age the lame, 

Our Truſt is {till in JEsv's Blood, 

We alk this Grace in IEsu's Name. 


HY MN ccLxxII. C. M. 
| God's Sovereignty. 


EE Silence, all created Things, 
And wait your Maker's Nod ! 


My soul ſtands trembling, while ſhe fings 


Lhe Honours of her Gop. 


Life, Death, and Hell, and World's unknown, 
Hang on his firm Decree : wt 
He fits on no precarious Throne, 
Y 
Nor borrows Leave to BE. 


Chain'd to his Throne a Volume lies, 
Vith all the Fates of Men: 
With ev'ry Angel's Form and Size, 
Drawn by th eternal Pen. 


His Providence unfolds the Book, 
And makes his Counſels ſhine : 

Each op'ning Leaf, and ev'ry Strcke, 
Fulfils ſome deep Defign. 


Nor Gabriel aiks the Reaſon why, 

Nor Gop the Reaſon gives: 

Nor dare the firſt- born Seraphs pry 
Between the folded Leaves. 


Good, when he gives, ſupremely good, 
Nor leſs, when he denies, by 
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Fen Croſſes, from his Sov'reign Hand, 
Are Bleſſings in Diſguiſe, 


In thy fair Book of Life and Grace, 
O may | ſee my Name, 

Recorded in ſome humble-Place, 

Beneath my Lory the Lams ! 


11Y MN ccLXXIII. 8s, 
The Keeper of IIracl. 


HAT tho? my fiail Eyelids refuſe 

/ Continual Watching to keep, 
And punctual as Midnight renews, 

Demand the Refreſhment of Sleep. 

A Sov'reign Protector | have, ä 
Unſeen, yet for ever at Hand: 

Unchangeably faithful to ſave, 

Almighty to rule and Command. 


From Evil ſecure and its Dread, 
L reſt if my Saviour is nigh, 
And Songs his kind Prefence indeed 
Shall, in the Night Seafon, ſupply: 
He ſn:les, and my Comforts abound ; 
His Grace as the Dew ſhall deſcend ; 
And Walls of Salvation ſurround 
The Soul he Delights to defend. 


Kind Author and Ground of my Hope; 
Thee, Thee, for my Gop I avow; 
My glad Eben-ezer ſet up, 


And own, thou haſt help'd me till now: 
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{ muſe on the Years that are paſt, 
Wherein my Defence thou haſt proved; 
Nor wilt thou relinguiſh, at laſt, 

A Sinner ſo ſignally loved. 


Inſpirer and Hearer of Pray'r, 2 

Thou Feeder and Guardian of thine, 
My all to thy covenant Care, 8 

, Neeping and waking, reſign: 

If thou art my Shield and my Sun, 
The Night is ro Darkneſs to me; 
And faſt as my Moments roll on, 

They bring me but nearer to thee, - 


Thy miniſt'ring Spirits deſcend | 
To watch while thy Saints are aſleep ; 
By Day and by Night they attend, 
The -leirs of Salvation to keep: 
Bright Seraphs, diſpatch'd from the Throne, 
Repair to their Stations aſſign'd; 
And Angels elect are ſent down 
To guard the Elect of Mankind. 


Thy Worſhip no Interval knows; 
Their Fervor is ſtill on the Wing; 
And, while they prote& my Repole, 
They chaunt to the Praiſe of my King: 
I too, at the Seaſon ordain'd, | | 
Their Chorus for ever ſhall join; 
And Love and adore without End, 
Their faithful Creator, and mine, 


1 3 
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HYMN CCLXXIV. c. M. 


On Pf. 104, 34. 


HEN Languor and Diſeaſe invade 
This trembling Houſe of Clay, 


Tis ſweet to look beyond our Cage, 
And long to fly away. 


Sweet to reflect how Grace divine, 
My Sins on Ixsus laid ; 3 

Sweet to remember, that his Blood 
My Debt of Suff'ring paid. 


Sweet in his Righteouſneſs to ſtand, 
Which faves from ſecond Death: 

Sweet to Experience Day by Day 
His Spirit's quick'ning Breath, 

Sweet on his Faithfulneſs to Reſt, 
Whoſe Love can never End ; 

Sweet on his Covenant of Grace, 
For all Things to depend, 


Sweet to look inward and attend 
The Whiſpers of his Love ; 

Sweet to look upward to the Place, 

Where ]Esus pleads above. 


Sweet to look back, and ſee my Name 5 


In Life fair Book ſet down ; 
Sweet to look forward and behold 
Eternal Joys my awn, 


[ 2231 


Sweet i in the Confidence of Faith, 
To truſt his firm Decrees ; 
Sweet to lid paſſive in his Hands, 
And know no Will but his. 


If ſuch the Sweetneſs of the Streams, 
What muſt the Fountain be, 
Where Saints and Angels draw their Bliſs 
Immediately from thee, 


HY M N CCLXXV. c. M. 
On John 6. 67. 
HEN any turn from Zion's Way, 
(Alas ! what Numbers do ! 


Methinks I hear my Saviour ſay, 
% Witt thou foriake me too #” 


Ah Lord! with ſuch a Heart as mine, | 
Unleſs thou hold me faſt, 

1 feel I moſt, I ſhall decline, 
And prove like them at laft. 


Yet thou alone haſt Power I know, 
To ſave a Wretch like me; 

To whom, or whither, could I go, 
If I ſhould tern from thee ? 


The Help of Men and An els | join'd, 

Can never reach my Cale; 4 
Nor can I hope Relief — * | 
But in thy boundleſs Grace, | 
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No Voice but thine can give me Reft, 
And bid my Fears depart ; 
No Love but thine can make me bleft, 
And fatisfy my Heart. 


What Anguiſh has that Queſtion ſtirr'd, 
If I will alſo go? = 

Vet, LoRD, relying on thy Love, 
I humbly Anſwer, No! 


HY M N CCLXXVI. 8s. 
I Jenovan—]evs. 5 
Mat. 18. 20. 


I O! Gop is here; let us adore, 
7 L And own, how dreadful is this Place 4 
May all within us feel his Pow'r,+ 
And, ſilent, bow before his Face. 
Who know his Pow'r, his Grace who prove, 
Serve him in Spirit, Truth, and Love.y 


Lo! Goy is here; Him Day and Night, 
Harmonious Choirs of Angels ſing ; 
To Him, enthron'd in pling Light, 
Their nobleſt Praiſe the Elders bring, 
Diſdain not, Lord ! our meaner Song, 
Who Liſp it, with a ſtamm'ring Tongue. 


ö Lo! Gop is here; may all our Praiſe, 
His Courts with grateful Fragrance fill; 
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W 
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And whilſtwe ſtand before his Face, 
Still hear, and do his Sov'reign Will. 
To Him unfeigned Thanks be giv'n, 
t or Grace on Earth, and Life 1a Heav'n. 


HY MN CcCLXXVII. 8. M. 
To the Tainity. 
ET Gop the FaruER live, 
For ever on your Tongues, 
Sinners from his free Love derive 


The Ground of all their Songs. 


CHORUS. 
Praiſe the Lon, Hallelujah; 
Praiſe the Lon, Hallelujah. 


Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
Praiſe the Lok n. 


Ye Saints employ your Breath, 
In Honour to the Sox; 

Who bought your Souls from Hell aad Deathy 
By off ring up his own. 


praiſe the Lon, Bre. 


Give- to the Sprrit praiſe, | 
Of an immortal Strain; | 

Whoſe Light, and Pow'r, and Grace conveys | 
Salvation. down to Men. 


Praiſe the Loxp, &c. 
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To the great Ox E and TuRERE, * 
Who ſeal the Grace in Heav'n, 
The FATHER, Son, and SP1RIT, be 
Eternal Glory g iv'n. 


Praiſe the Lorp, &c. 


HYMN ccLXXVIII. L. M. 


Thy Kingdom come. 


AH! when ſhall we, ſupremely bleſt, 
Enter into thy glorious Reſt; 
Partake the Triumph of the Sky, 
And Holy, Holy, Holy, cry. 


With all thy heav'nly Hoſts, with all 
Thy bleſſed Saints, we then ſhall fall, 
And fing, in Extacy unknown, 

And praiſe thee on thy dazling Throne. 


Honour, and Majeſty, and Pow'r, 
And Thanks, and Bleflings evermore, . 
Who doſt through endleſs Ages live, 
Thou, LoRD! art worthy to receive. 


For thou haſt hid the Creatures be, 

And ſtill ſubſiſt to Pleaſure thee ; 

From thee they came, to thee they tend, 
Their gracious Source, their glorious End, 


One Jznovan : Three Perſons, or, Three, 


of whom, I, Thou, and He may be pre- 
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Come Holy Ghoſt thine Influence ſhed 


Come Holy Spiri: come — — 
Come Holy Spirit, Heav'nly Dove 
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Ccme ye Sinners, poor and wretched, Bring, 
Come ye Sinners, poor and wretched — 


Dear Lord attend our Prayer 


Darts of all the Names above PEA 
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Eternal Spirit we confeſs — 


\Ather, God, who ſeeſt in me 
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Father I ſtretch mine Hands to thee 
Father of Earth and Heaven — — 
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Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt — 
Firm as the Earth, thy Goſpel ſtands 
Flaw faſt my Tears, the Cauſe is great 
Free Grace to every Heav'n-born Soul 
From all that dwell below-the Skies 


IVE Glory to God — —_ 
Go forth in Spirit go — 
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Gad of all Grace and Majeſty — 
God of my Salvation hex — — 
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How ſafe and how happy are they 
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How ſweet a Thing it is to ſee — 


W Afſc'd the Lord that I might — 
Jeſus at thy Command 
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Jeſu, Lover of my Soul — 


Jeſu, thy Blood and Rightcouſneſs — 
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| K EEP Silence all created — — 


Let Earth and Heav'n agree — — 


Let worldly Minds the World purſue 


IX. 


Jeſus, all Praiſe is due to thee 
Jeſus and ſhall it ever be — 
Jeſus ever will we Sing — 
Jeſus invites his Saints — — 
Jeſus let me tafte thy Grace — 
Jeſus, let thy pitying Eye — 
Jefus my all to Heaven is gone 
Jeſus our blind and tremb ing Souls 
Jeſus our triumphant Head — — 
Jeſus thou lovely bleeding Lamb — 
Jeſus we claim thee for our own — 
if Jeſus is yours — — 

In every Trouble fharp f ſtrong — 
Join all the glorious Names — 

Is there a Thing that moves and bnd 
J thank rhee high and mighty One 

2 will lay me down to Sleep — 
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ADEN with guilt and full of Fears 
Laden with guilt Sinners ariſe 


Let God the Father — =— 
Let me my Saviour and my God 


Eitt up your Eyes to th' Heav'nly Seats 
Lift up your Heads in Joyful Hope 
Light of thote whoſe dreary * 
Lo! God is here — — 

Lo! he comes with Clouds * 
Long did | feek with trouhled Mind 
Lord haſt thou given me — — 
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Lord look on all aſſembled here — 
Lord may I never once forget — 


Lord make me faithful to my call — 


| | e 


11 


A - 


a. 


9000000000 


. 


1 D 8X: 


Lord take my Heart juſt as it is — 
Lord what a wretched Land is this 
Lord! when my Thoughts 
Lord we confeſs our 
Lord we are vile, conceiv'd in Sin 
Loſt Sinners, who, by precious Faith 
A ERCY is welcome News indeed 
My bleſſed Saviour is thy Love 
My deareſt Lord I now fink down — 
My hiding-place, my Refuge, Tower 
My Saviour thou didit ſhed 
My Sout and Spirit 
My Sout before thee proſtrate lies — 
My Soul repeat his Praiſe 
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N AKED as from the Earth we came 
No more my God, I bouit no more 


No more with trembling Heart I try 
Not all the Blood of Beaſts 
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O God how endleſs is thy Love 
O great Redeemer of Mankind 
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O Jeſus, everlaſting God 
O Jeſu, Jeſu, gracious Lord 
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O come thou wounded Lamb of G 
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O Jeſu our Lord — — * Sing 
O Jjeſu, we pray _ wm — Sing 
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To b Son, and Holy Ghoſt 

To God the Father's 'I hrone * 
To God the only wiſe — — 
To God who reigns enthroned on high 
Touch with a living Coal the Lp 
Turn us again — 


"Twas on that dark that doleful Night 
| © from the darkſome Tomb 
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W bleſs the Prophet of the Lord 


We give immortal Praiſe — 
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